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CHAPTER I. 
ACOSTA. 

On a Friday afternoon at the end of April, 1647, 
in an obscure corner of the Jewish cemetery at 
Oudekerk, near Amsterdam, men were shovelling 
quickly to cover a sunken coffin with earth. 

No mourners stood by. The people present 
stood in groups, and conversed on the events of the 
day or of the life and death of him now given to 
the earth; while the gravediggers hurried over their 
work in silence and indifference; for already, the 
sun sinking in the west, showed that it would soon 
be time "to greet the face of the Sabbath." 

At the head of the grave stood a pale youth, 
who watched the brown clods fall into the hole with 

Spinoza, I, I 
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thoughtful looks. With his left hand he uncon- 
sciously plucked the buds from the well cut beech 
hedge. 

"Young friend," said a stranger to the youth in 
Spanish, "are you the only kinsman here of him 
who rests beneath? I perceive that you knew him 
well, and could tell me who he is, that he should 
be shovelled over like one plague- stricken without a 
sigh or word of mourning or lamentation. I am a 
stranger — " 

"I am no more related to him than you," said 
the youth with some hesitation, "in so far as you, 
I presume, are of the race of Israel. You must in- 
deed be a stranger, and come from distant lands, 
not to have heard of the fate of this unhappy god- 
forsaken man. Oh! he was great and glorious, and 
how is he fallen into the depths!" 

"Pray," interrupted the stranger, "do not do as 
the others did whom I asked on turning in here 
from the street; tell me — " 

"Do you know the family of da Costa from 
Oporto?" asked the youth. 

"Who has lived in Spain, and has not been im- 
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pressed with the renown of that name? The most 
distinguished of knights bore it. — Miguel da Costa, 
after whose death the family disappeared from 
Oporto, was one of the stateliest of the cavaliers, 
whom I saw at the tournament of Lisbon; he was 
once a zealous member of our secret community." 

"He, who there finds rest at last," began the 
youth, "was his son, and, as my father often said, 
in figure and bearing the image of his sire. Gabriel, 
as he was named, was practised in all knightly 
exercises, deeply learned, especially in the law. 
Though so early tortured by religious doubts, he 
accepted, in his twenty-fifth year, the office of 
treasurer to the cathedral charities. Then a desire 
awoke in him for the religion of his forefathers, and 
with his mother and brothers he left the land where 
rest the bones of so many slain for our faith, where 
Jews without number kneel, and kiss the pictures, 
which they — " Here the youth suddenly stopped, 
and listened to the conversation of the diggers at 
the grave. 

"God forgive my sins," said one, "but I maintain 
this knave did not deserve to be buried on a Friday 
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evening; because the Sabbath is coming in he is 
freed from the first torments of corruption. If his 
soul gets safe over, he will come to a spread table, 
and have no need to wander in Gehinom (Hell), for 
on the Sabbath all sinners rest from their torments; 
I told them they should have let him lie till Sunday 
morning; it was time enough for the fate that awaited 
him; and at least his death need not have led us to 
make a hole in the Sabbath. Make haste that we 
may finish." 

"Ay, ay," responded the other, "he'll wonder 
when he gets over, and the destroying angel whips 
him with fiery rods; he'll believe then that there is 
another world that he did not see while living. 
Think you not so?" 

"Pray tell me more," said the stranger. 

"You have heard what they said," answered the 
youth, "and the little man there with a hump on 
his back, who scoffs at him now, enjoyed much of 
his bounty; for his generosity was boundless. Gabriel 
came to Amsterdam, submitted to every precept, 
and entered our faith. Henceforth he bore the 
name of Uriel Acosta. He followed zealously what 
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is written, "thou shalt search therein day and 
night." I have often been told, that it was affecting 4- 
to see, how the stately man was not ashamed to be 
instructed in Hebrew, or the Holy Scriptures by the . 
merest boy. But an unclean spirit entered into him, ' 
and he began to scoff at our pious Rabbis. You have 
heard here, that he was one of those, who deny 
the foundations of our faith; he has set down the 
sins of his heart in his writings, and would prove 
them from the Holy Word. Rabbi Solomon de Silva, 
our celebrated physician, has refuted his errors. 
Acosta was excommunicated, but freed himself by 
A recantation. The contrary spirit in him, however, 
rested not. He not only opposed our holy religion, in 
that, as his own nephew said, he violated the Sabbath, 
and enjoying forbidden meats, and dissuaded two 
Christians, who would have changed to Judaism, 
but he spoke openly, as a very apostate, against all 
religion. For seven years he refused to live accord- 
ing to the precepts of our faith, or undergo the 
penance laid upon him. He should have been laid 
for ever under the greater excommunication, and 
expelled from among our people.- On the persua- 
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sion of his former friend, the pious Rabbi Naph- 
thali Pereira, he submitted to the sentence of the 
Beth-Din (the court of Rabbis), and bore all the 
hard penances to which they subjected him. My 
father often said, if Acosta had entered the field in 
defence of our religion, he would have cheerfully 
/and courageously gone to his death for it, but he 
'could not live for it.-|-Domestic disunion, the break- 
ing off of his engagement to a daughter of Josua di 
Leon, disordered his mind entirely. He left as his 
last will, the story of his life, wherein he sought to 
justify himself; if you remain in Amsterdam, you 
may hear many other things about him. For a 
long time he had not spoken with any one, contrary 
to his former ways, men took it for repentance, 
but he brooded over new misdeeds. He shunned the 
Rabbi Naphthali Pereira, for he held him to be the 
first cause of his sorrows and misfortunes. Early 
yesterday, as the Rabbi passed Acosta's house on 
his return from the synagogue, the apostate shot at 
the holy man with a pistol. He was once a good 
shot, and renowned for it in his native town; but 
an angel from heaven must have held his arm, for 
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it is wonderful that he did not wound the holy- 
man! He seems to have premeditated the deed, 
for he immediately seized a second loaded pistol, 
and shot himself in the mouth, so that his brains 
are said to have been blown even to the roof. For 
this, therefore, is he now infamous — " 

"Baruch," interrupted a long lank youth, who 
now approached them, "Baruch, come, all is finished, 
and we return home with our master." 

"I am coming, Chisdai," answered Baruch, and 
bowing to the stranger he crossed to where those 
assembled prayed in the Aramaic language for the 
resurrection of the dead and the restoration of 
Jerusalem. On leaving the graveyard each one 
plucked grass three times from the ground, and 
throwing it over his head said the following verse 
in Hebrew, "and they of the city shall flourish like 
grass of the earth." (Ps. lxxii. ii.) Three times, 
in front of the graveyard, each one washed his 
hands in the water brought for the purpose, to 
cleanse himself from the touch of the demons who 
haunt God's acre. While so doing they said the 
verse (Is. xxv. 8.), "he will swallow up death in 
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victory.'** Only then could they proceed on their 
teward way, but even on the road the verses of 
Ps. xc. 15. and Ps. xci. must be three times re- 
peated. According to custom they seated them- 
selves while commencing the verses on a stone, or 
s od; the first verse being spoken they renewed 
their march. Thus departed Baruch and Chisdai 
with their teacher Rabbi Saul Morteira between 
them. 

"So let all thine enemies perish, oh Lord!" 
(Judges v. 31.) said Chisdai at last "On this 
haughty man the judgment of the Lord has de- 
clared itself in all its might. Thou didst not see 
his penance, Baruch. I hope that mine eyes may 
never see such another. A sinful pity arose in me 
until I perceived with sorrow that men are con- 
strained to wield4he lash of God. All is fixed in 




my memory. I see the apostate before me as he 
read out his recanta tion in the synagogue, in a 
white winding sheet, not in his former imperious 
tone, he carried his front less audaciously high; 
but what good was it, that he, like the Prophet 
Isaiah, bowed his head like a reed to the wind. 
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And when they led him to the corner, and bound 
his Samson-like arms to the pillar, and bared his 
broad back; I see it all before me as plainly, as if 
it were before these eyes now. The Chacham stood 
near the sexton, and read out the verse (Ps. lxxviii. 
38.): "But he being full of compassion, forgave 
their iniquity, and destroyed them not: yea, many 
a time, turned he his anger away and did not stir 
up all his wrath." Three times he repeated the 
thirteen words, and at each word the sexton laid 
his lash on the bare back. Not the slightest sign 
of pain did he give, and when he had received the 
required number, he still lay there motionless; his 
mouth kissing the ground his feet had refused to 
tread. At last he was reclothed and led to the 
entrance of the Synagogue; there in the doorway 
he was forced to kneel, the sexton holding his head, 
that each as he went out might set his foot on the 
scarred back, and step over him in his way; I 
made myself heavier as I stepped, that he might 
feel my foot also. I tell thee it is a shame, that 
thy father should have taken thee away with him 
just on that day; I saw him, when all the rest were 
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gone, rise, and go back into the Synagogue; he 
tore the holy chest furiously open, and gazed long 
on the scroJL^lajjrs, till the sexton reminded him 
to go. "Are the gates of heaven again opened to 
me?" he asked, and he seemed to me to laugh 
scornfully. He wrapped himself in his mantle, and 
sneaked home. The ways of God are just! He 
has fallen into the pit which he digged for others. 
Thus must all such perish, he is lost both here and 
there." Chisdai glanced at his teacher, to read in 
his looks the approval of his holy zeal; he, how- 
ever, shook his head thoughtfully, and repeated the 
prayer before him quietly. 

Baruch had twice opened his mouth to answer 
his schoolfellow, but fearing to express his pity for 
the sinner's fate too warmly, he had remained silent. 
Now when he perceived the displeasure of his 
teacher, he said: "Thou dost not appear to imitate 
the Rabbi Myer's wife," alluding to a narrative 
in the Talmud in which the woman changed the 
word sinner in the verse of Ps. civ. 35., "Let the 
sinners be consumed out of the earth, and let the 
wicked be no more," into sins, and continued, "for 
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there is not a just man upon earth, that doeth good 
and sinneth not." (Ec. vn. 20.) 

"I too abominate the teaching that led to the 
perplexities of Uriel — " 

Name him no more, he is damned," interrupted 
Chisdai, while Baruch continued: — 

"He has overthrown even his teachings since 
it drove him to suicide. While he lived men 
judged him; now he is dead God alone can judge 
him." 

The Rabbi nodded to Baruch without saying 
a word, being still busied with the Psalms. 

"But it is written," said Chisdai defiantly 
(Prov. x. 7.): "The name of the wicked shall rot." 

The three walked on for some minutes in silence, 
each engrossed by his own thoughts. At last the 
Rabbi broke the stillness, and explained that the 
revealed law admitted of no denial, for God had 
written it with His own hand, and delivered it to 
us all that we might live according to it. 

"Whoever desires to live according to the sug- 
gestions of his reason, denies the necessity of 
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revelation, denies its truth, and thereby mocks the 
laws that must rule him." 

"There are men," concluded the Rabbi, "who 
say: let each think and believe as he can anwer it 
to himself; — they are themselves, without knowing 
\it, fallen away. We dare not leave any one born 
in our faith to per dition, fo r it would, be our per- 
dition also. If we can bring him with discourse 
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jto repentance and penance, we sing 'Hallelujah!' 
but if he remain obdu rate and stubborn, we rend 
j)ur ga rmgnts^ he is dead; he must die, or kill the 
Satan in his heart. We constrain him with all the 
power that God has given us." 

"They constrain him, until he says: 'I will/" 
interrupted Chisdai, from the Talmud, and the 
Rabbi continued: — 

"If we cannot exorcise the lying spirit in him we 
exterminate him, and his devil also. When words 
no longer reach, the Lord has given us the stone 
wherewith to stone. Let not yourselves be led by 
those who are now soft-hearted over the fate of the 
apostate, and say, 'they should have saved him, 
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not driven him so far.' It is well for him, that he 
can sin no longer." 
^T* A singular train of thought must have risen in 
Baruch's mind, for he asked after a pause: — 

"Where in Holy Scripture is suicide for- 
bidden?" 

"What a question!" replied the Rabbi peev r 
ishly, and Chisdai added: 

"It says in the sixth commandment, 'thou shalt 
do no murder/ without comment, and that means 
neither another, nor thyself." 

"You start strange questions to-day," said the 
Rabbi disapprovingly to Baruch. He, however, 
could not explain what disturbed him. The stranger 
had aroused him from deep thought, as he stood 
by the grave of the heretic, gazing into the pit 
while they lowered the body in; it seemed to him 
as though his own body were sunk therein, and 
that his spirit wandered complainingly and question- 
ingly through the world. Is it the fate of the J 
wanderer that he should be pushed over a pre-( 
cipice? Who can compel another's mind, who. 
compel his own, to keep to the path mapped out 
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for him? How unalterable must have been the 
convictions of him who was there shovelled over that 
for their sake he should have tried to give death to 
others, and, have given death to himself? Who dare 
judge and condemn in such a case as this? The 
words of the stranger had broken in on these heavy 
thoughts; the words of the Rabbi on their return had 
awakened his opposition anew, and raised a< for- 
gotten memory in the mind of the youth. Years 
before, when he stood for the first time among the 
graves this grief had disturbed the mind of the 
boy. His uncle, Immanuel, was then buried; long 
an invalid, he had been much with the children, 
and had made them his messengers to the outer 
world. When all the people had left the graveyard, 
some to school, others to the harbour or Exchange, 
and others to workshops and counting-houses, the 
noise of the city still going on, as if nothing had 
happened, the boy's heart beat fast within him as 
the question arose in it: 

"How can everything go on so uninterruptedly 
when our uncle is really no longer at home?" 

For hours the child wept in the empty room of 
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the dead man where the window stood wide open as 
it had never stood before; and he j ailed at the cruel 
people, who left the sick man lying outside, and acted 
as if they had known no uncle. His mother — for he 
dared not complain to his father so, — sought to 
pacify him and explain, that his uncle was no 
longer alone and ill, but well and happy above with 
God and his forefathers and all good men. The 
boy could not understand, and cried: 

"Ah, you have not seen them; they have put 
him in a deep pit, and thrown great sods on the 
box in which he was sleeping, he is surely awake, 
and cannot get out." His mother strove to explain 
that only the body was buried, the soul was with 
God. The boy was pacified, but for weeks he 
thought in storm and rain: how is it with our uncle 
in the earth? . . . 

Since then he had stood at the grave of his 
mother, and remembered her consoling words. But, 
to-day, at the grave of Acosta, the recollection of 
his uncle's funeral awoke anew. The apostate, who 
was here buried, had never been free all his life 
long from this pain that made his heart beat so 
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fast. How does it happen that children and 
heretics ask the same questions? Is it because the 
one knows nought of revelation, and the other 
rejects it wilfully intending to answer the questions 
for himself? Who dare punish for such struggles? 

"Be not righteous over much; neither make 
thyself over wise; why shouldst thou destroy thy- 
self?" (Ec. vn. 17.) said Baruch to himself, and 
was silent 

When they arrived at the Rabbi's house, he re- 
minded his scholars impressively, that the morrow 
would be the sixth of Ijar. They separated, each 
to his own home, to change their garments, and 
hasten to the Synagogue. — 

The corn-seed falls on open ground, a sod 
crumbles and covers it, and no one considers how 
it sprouts and strikes root thus hidden from human 
eyes. Well may the life of man be likened to such 
hidden growth, its laws are still less revealed; 
only the result can be modified, not the process, 
examination but reveals more and more interruptions 
in this growth. 

Again, no fruit grows to perfection except thus; 
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the seed corn must renew the changes of its life; 
must bud, and sprout, become stem, foliage, and tree, 
to give seven, and a hundred fold of the fruit that 
nourishes life anew. 
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CHAPTER II. 
A FRIDAY EVENING. 

That evening, in the corner room of the high 
house with the large bow windows and handsome 
stucco work that stood on the town wall near the Syna- 
gogue, unusual illumination and splendour reigned. 
The silver chandelier in the centre of the room, whose 
rare arabesques were usually wrapped in gauze, shone 
brilliantly in reflection of the seven candles that 
blazed in a circle round it. There were many other 
beauties to illuminate; the cushions of the carved 
chairs were stripped of their ordinary gray covers, 
and revealed the magnificence of their silk and gold 
embroidered flowers and birds to the eyes of all be- 
holders, so that hardly a glance could be spared for 
the gorgeous carpet beneath. The glittering goblets 
and glasses stood in regular order on the side-board, 
and reflected the light in varied broken rays. From 
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the stove, a light puff of sandalwood smoke arose, 
and pervaded the moderately spacious apartment, 
in whose midst under the chandelier stood a round 
table covered with pink flowered damask, on which 
the silver pitchers and goblets seemed to give pro- 
mise of a small, but jovial company. On the east 
wall hung a picture on gilt parchment, and above 
it in Hebrew characters was written: "From this 
side blows the breath of Life." A frame brown with 
age enclosed the picture, in whose faded outlines 
the walls of a city were still recognisable, and un- 
derneath, in Hebrew, the verse: "Then the heathen 
that are left round about you shall know that I, the 
Lord, build. the ruined places, and plant that which 
was desolate: I, the Lord, have spoken it, and I will 
do it." (Ezek. xxxvi. 36.) It was the ancient city 
of the Lord, Jerusalem, and many eyes, now dark- 
ened in the bosom of the earth, had rested, with 
tears of grief, or longing looks of joy, on this gilded 
parchment. There was no other picture on the 
tapestry-decked walls. On the ottoman reclined a 
youthful maiden; her rounded cheek rested on her 
right hand, the fingers were lost to sight in the 
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abundance of her unbound raven tresses, as she 
thus rested; an open prayer-book lay before her, 
but her eyes wandered beyond it into vacancy. 

Was it devotion, was it the thought of God that 
filled her soul? Was it a beautiful memory that 
rose before her, or dream-pictures of the future that 
entrance d her and brought that celestial longing to 
the rosy-lips, and doubled the pulsations of her 
heart? Or was it that happy unconscious waking 
dream, that so often surprises the maiden develop- 
ing into womanhood, and raises nameless and un- 
defined longings in her breast? A Sabbath stillness 
rested on all her fairy-like surroundings. "I be- 
lieve you are tired, Miriam, and no wonder!" said 
a nasal voice as the door opened. 

Miriam sprang up hastily, pushed back her hair 
from her brow, kissed the prayer-book fervently, laid 
it on the window-seat, and quickly smoothed the 
ottoman. 

"Why, what a fright you are in! Did you think 
a witch was coming? I may be ugly enough for one, 
it is true, I have not had time to change my dress, 
but that was a piece of work," said old Chaje, and in- 



\ 



A FRIDAY EVENING. 21 

deed her whole appearance verified her description 
of herself. A coif smoked by the fire covered her 
grey hair, except where some locks escaped, and 
strayed like cobwebs over her wrinkled face; a black 
streak of soot on her left cheek, and half over her 
nose was remarked upon by Miriam, and Chaje 
tried to wipe it off before the mirror. 

"You were quite right," she continued as she 
wiped her face with her kitchen-apron. "You were 
quite right to lie down a little. Why should that 
thing stand there the whole year round and never 
be used? I wish I could lie down on my bed for 
awhile, I want nothing to eat to-night, I am so 
weary. Ay! When one has been eighteen years in 
one service, one feels the toil, does not only wear 
one's clothes out You would be tired enough if 
you had been, ten times up and down, cleaning 
everything yourself and getting a bed ready for the 
strange guest, it is no little to do; but it is all set 
to rights now, he will stare to see it. What a 
good thing it is you bought the fish. Wine, fish, 
and meat; that the poor man has among the poor 
every Sabbath. Without fish the Sabbath is not 
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rightly kept; it says so in the Thora. You are such 
a good housewife, you ought to be married soon; 
you will ask me to the wedding? Only take care 
not to wed such a little Schlemiehl as your Rebecca 
has. Have you seen how Baruch looks again to-day? 
As if he had been ten years underground. I'm afraid 
— Fm afraid that much learning may — God forbid 
it! injure his health. Day and night, nothing but 
learning, learning, learning; and how will it end? 
My brother Abraham had a son, who was as know- 
ing as Ristotles; he studied so much, that at last he 
quite stupefied himself. But hark! I think the 
service in the Synagogue is over, I must go, I 
wouldn't be seen by any decent Jew as I am now. 
They are coming up the steps." Therewith Chaje 
slipped through the door. 

Miriam was glad to be free from the tiresome 

« 

talker. Her father, the stranger, whom we saw in 
the graveyard in conversation with Baruch, and 
Baruch himself entered. Miriam approached her 
father, and bowed before him, he laid both hands 
on her head, and blessed her in a low voice, saying 
these words: "The Lord make thee like the mothers, 
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Sarah, Rebecca, Rachel and Leah;" and he also 
blessed Baruch, saying this verse in low tones: 
"The Lord make thee like Ephraim and Manasseh " 
He and Baruch then chanted a short canticle in 
honour of the troop of angels who enter the house 
of a Jew on each Sabbath. The father's voice took 
a melancholy tone, as he sang, with his son, in the 
usual manner, the praise of woman in Prov. xxxi. 10. 
"Who can find a virtuous woman?" The beauty, 
and even the management of the house were the 
same as ever, the careful housewife had ensured its 
continuance; but she herself had been torn from 
him by death. Doubly painful was the thought of 
her loss amid Sabbath joys. The strange* noticed 
the picture on the wall. 

"Do you recognise it yet, Rodrigo?" said the 
father, when he had finished the whispered prayer: 
"It is an old heirloom , and hung, once in our cellar 
Synagogue at Guadalajara; I saved it with much 
danger." 

While the two feiends. spoke of their old as- 
sociations, Baruch and Miriam stood at the oppo- 
site end of the apartment. 



24 SPINOZA. 

"You have a dreadfully dismal face; again to-day," 
said Miriam, smoothing her brother's hair from his 
brow, as she spoke: "Come to the mirror and 
see." 

Baruch caught his sister's hand, and held it 
fast, he said nothing, but listened to the conversa- 
tion of the men. 

"It was an instance of divine providence, for 
which I shall ever be thankful, that I recognised 
you directly you passed," said his father to the 
stranger. 

"So you know my son, Baruch, already; this is 
my youngest daughter. How old are you now, 
Miriam?" 

"Only a year younger than Baruch," answered 
the maiden blushing. 

"A foolish answer," said her father, "she is 
fourteen, I believe. I have an elder daughter, al- 
ready married." 

"Ah, my dears, I have two children also," said 
the stranger. "My Isabella is about your age, Miriam; 
my son will scon be twenty now. I hope when 
my children come here, you will take care of 
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them, especially in things pertaining to religion, for 
in all such they are wholly inexperienced." "But 
stay," continued the stranger, as he stood with 
folded arms before Baruch. "When I look at 
Baruch again, I cannot understand how it was I 
did not recognise him in the graveyard; his sin- 
gularly dark complexion, his long, dark, almost 
black eyebrows, are just like yours in your younger 
days, when you meditated some daring adventure 
or other; and this frown on his uneven brow, that 
is just you; but the black wavy hair, and fine cut 
mouth, with the soft dimple at the corner. Ah, with 
what celestial sweetness Manuela smiled with those 
lips! A certain bold oppositiveness that speaks in 
the lines of his face, all give him a partially Moorish 
look that he has from his mother. Ah, if she still 
lived, what joy it would give her to see me here 
to-day." 

Baruch listened to this description of himself 
unwillingly, and half in fear. When he heard thus 
of his partially Moorish origin, he recollected that 
Chisdai had taunted him with it in school; he was 
indignant that his father had not imparted it to 
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him before. The latter noticed the annoyance of 
his son, and said to the stranger, 
4- "You cannot conceal, Rodrigo, that you are a 
pupil of Silva Velasquez, and helped him to point 
out the beauty and ugliness of others to the dames of 
Philip's court Baruch, you must show this gentle- 
man your drawings to-morrow. Do not look so 
timid, nothing has been done to you." 

"No, no," said the stranger, as he patted the 
boy's cheek, "I hope we shall be good friends. 
Did you not know my cousin, the learned Jacob 
Casseres?" 

"Not himself," said Baruch, "but I knew his book, 
'The seven days of the week at the Creation/" 

They then sat down to table, blessed the bread 
and the wine, and inaugurated the Sabbath. 

"It is strange," remarked the host, after grace 
was said: "On other days, I can hardly finish the 
last mouthful before I put my lighted cigar in my 
mouth, but on the Sabbath it is as if all our habits 
Were changed; I do not desire to smoke, and it 
(gives me no annoyance to practise the self-denial." 
The guest gave no response. 
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"Bless me," continued the host, "I notice now 
you still keep to our native custom of mixing wine 
with water. If you remain with us in the foggy 
north, where we force land from the sea, and guard 
it each hour; where half the year the earth is stiff, 
and the blue canopy of heaven hidden with clouds; 
where you breathe in mist and vapour, instead of 
clear air; here in our town, where no springs flow, 
and water for drinking must be brought from a 
distance; where men live as if imprisoned by the 
sea; where the climate itself compels men to be 
tranquil, and composed; and the foresight, and 
patience, which have made the land, and still hold 
it, are the prime virtues of mankind: remain here, 
I say, and believe me, you will soon conform to our 
custom, and pour pure grape blood into your old 
veins to make yours circulate the faster. Ah, it is 
a glorious and precious country, our Spain! Our/ 
Eden inhabited by devils. y*Now when I must so 
soon lay my weary head in the bosom of the earth, 
I feel for the first time that it is not my native land 
that will receive me." 

"You are unjust," replied the stranger. "You 
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here sit at your table without fear: there your 
friend and your own child might be forced to con- 
fess with a heavy heart that you secretly worshipped 
the God of Israel; and the glow of a funeral pile 
might warm your old veins instead of this costly 
wine. You may dream now of the pleasures of 
your native land, and forget the terrible death that 
stared us in the face ! The glorious chestnut woods 
with their cool dark shade could not invite us to 
rest, or the rich forests to the chase; on the morrow 
those trees might be our faggots; on the morrow we 
might be the hunter's prey. In truth, when I 
hear you speak so, I could join with those zealots 
who ascribe our afflictions to excessive love of our 
native land, too great pride and gratification in the 
respect we had won there." 

"Yes, yes, you are right," answered his host, 
"but let us not disturb the joy of our re-union with 
dismal reflections. Come, drink! But stay! Miriam, 
bring the Venetian goblets here; and let Elsje light 
you to the cellar, and bring the two flasks that 
De Castro sent me." 

"Brilliant!" exclaimed the stranger, as he raised 
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the glass of newly poured out wine to his lips, 
"that is real Val de Peiias, where did it come 
from?" 

"As I said, Ramiro de Castro sent it to me from 
Hamburg. The wine has improved with us, but 
now it grows more fiery; and we !" 

"Well, well, we have lived, be content. The 
wine awakes the long extinguished fire in me. 
Dost thou remember yet? Such wine we drank 
that evening in the Posada near the House of 
Donna Ines, who had already made thee wait two 
evenings in vain. You struck the table, and swore 
never to see her again; yet the next evening in the 
silent Arbour it was 'dear Alfonso' and 'dear Ines' 
again. Ha! ha! ha!" 

The father warned his friend of the presence of 
the children; the stranger took little notice, however, 
and revelled in the wine of his native land. 

"Do you remember that heavenly summer even- 
ing?" he continued, "when we sauntered on the 
Almeda in Guadalaxara? I see you now, when the 
^ellstolled nine, and every one stood still as if 
by magic to pray a Pater Noster. I see you stand- 
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ing before me; how you crushed your hat in your 
hands ! Your ry* e fl ?shff1 fir^ as though they would 
set the whole world in flames, Donna Ines not ex- 
cepted. You were a dangerous cavalier." 

"By G — ," continued the stranger, after he had 
taken another pull at the wine. "The sweat still 
stands on my brow, when I think how we stood 
once in Toledo before the church of 'Our Lady del 
Transito.' Do you see, you said, gnashing jrour 
teeth, that splendid building was once the Synagogue 
of our fathers. Samuel Levi, who built it, hangs 
rotting on the gallows, and now — it was a real 
wonder that, in spite of thy audacity, we got away 
with whole heads." 

Thus the two old friends renewed the memories 
of their youth. For an hour they lived a life of 
pleasure and youthful fire. 

"I cannot understand," said Baruch once, "how 
a man could be happy for a moment in such a 
land, where he would perpetually see scorn, shame, 
and death before him." 

"You art too young," said the stranger. "Believe 
me, if men watched your lightest breath, there are 
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hours, yea days, when you can be happy, and 
forget everything. If men repulse you with scorn, 
and push yo u and you rs__aside into the mud, — there ♦ 
is a holy of holies, wherein no earthly power enters; ', 
it is your own consciousness, union with your own| ' 
faithful circle, the heaven that there surrounds us\ <j 
no man can take from us; not even the ever present 
horror of death. 

"All these afflictions have passed over us, and 
yet we were happy. 

"But the incessant discord in the soul? Christian 
before the world, and Jew at heart?" 

"That was our misfortune, that I witnessed in 
your uncle Geronimo." 

"Why does he not leave his dreary h ermitage, 
and come to us?" enquired Baruch. 

"He has left his hermitage, and we shall go to 
him: he is dead. Boy, these sad experiences you 
should have lived through; it would do you good 
your' whole life long." 

Baruch had risen from his seat, and repeated 
the verse appointed to be said on hearing of a 
death: — 
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"Praised be Thou, O Lord our God, King of the 
World, and Righteous Judge!" 

"Tell us of it, I pray you," he added, and 
Miriam too approached the table, and joined in 
her brother's request. 

"It is the Sabbath, and I ought not to do it;" 
said the stranger, "but as you ask it, so let it be. 
It was his death, that decided me to save myself 
and all dear to me from such a lie." 
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CHAPTER III. 
THE JEWISH DOMINICAN. 

Rodrigo Casseres took another long draught 
from his tall goblet, and began his narration: 

"About eight months ago I received a letter from 
Seville through Philip Capsoli; I was horrified when 
I read the address 'To Daniel Casseres in Guada- 
laxara.' It could only be some thoughtless Jew who 
would address me by my Hebrew name; how I 
trembled at the contents! 'Daniel, Man of Pleasure/ 
it said, 'the day of vengeance and death is at hand, 
and I must die among the Philistines. Would you 
ask how it feels to be roasted? Come to me; I am 
watched by the holy police. In the name of the 
High God, by the ashes of our murdered brothers 
and sisters, I conjure you come to thy dying Ge- 
ronimo de Espinosa.' There could be no doubt 
that Geronimo himself had written the letter; the 
fine straight line under the signature, a sign of the 

Spinoza, I. 3 



34 SPINOZA. 

worship of the one true God, showed me that 
plainly, even if I had failed to recognise the trem- 
bling handwriting. 

"When I told my children of my intention to 
travel to Seville, I was weak enough to be deterred 
from its fulfilment by their prayers and tears. I had 
almost forgotten poor Geronimo, when a dreadful 
dream reminded me of him, and the next day I 
set out on my journey. 

" I parted from my children with a beating heart, 
telling them I was going to my sister in Cordova. 
I travelled swiftly through Cordova, and passed 
my sister's house unnoticed; I could neither stop 
nor rest; it was as if an unseen hand drew me 
irresistibly onward. I arrived at Seville. The clock 
struck the hour as I mounted the hill. * There you 
dwell, my brilliant Geronimo,' I said to myself, 
'and turn your footsteps to the Chapel with prayer 
on your lips, and scorn in your heart. Is it not a 
tempting of Providence for you, at heart a Jew, to 
venture your person in the counsels of the Inquisi- 
tion, even to help your brethren?' I entered the 
chapel, and knelt till the mass was ended. I then 
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arose, and looked round among the stout Or ascetic 
devotees again, but in none could I recognise Ge- 
ronimo. 

"I questioned a familiar, he said Geronimo had 
lain for weeks between life and death, and talked 
continually of Daniel in the Lion's den. He led 
me to his cell. The invalid slept, with j iyerted^ 
^J§£&^_ nothing was to be seen but the tonsured 
crown. A crucifix hung over the bed, and a friar 
sat praying beside him; he signed to me to enter 
softly. Only the slight breathing of the sick man, 
and a light whisper of prayer spoke of life in this 
grave-like stillness. 

"At last the sick man rose, I did not recognise 

him; he had deep set eyes, hollow cheeks, blue 

lips, overhung by a long flowing white beard, Ge- 

ronimo's appearance could not be so altered. He 

recognised me, however, immediately; and softly, 

with hardly a movement of his lips, said, 'Are you 

.there, Daniel? It is well that you do not desert 

me; you need not be afraid, you too are in the 

lion's den, but God will help you to get out, as he 

<lid the prophet in Babylon, only from me they have 

3* 
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sucked the blood and the life, I cannot get out; 
In truth, you will not leave me?' 

" I had feared, that the momentary joy of re-union 1 

might have hastened his death. I could hardly 
understand him when he acted as if we had been 
long together, as if we had never been parted. He 
signed to the brother praying beside him, who took 
his book under his arm, and went out. As he went 
he whispered in my ear that I could ring if I re- 
quired aid. 

"'Has he gone?' then said Geronimo, 'come 
quick, give me the pitch-smeared hoops you carry 
under your mantle, I will hide them in my bed. To- 
night when they all sleep we will burn the nest over 
their heads; that will be a joyful sacrifice, the 
angels in heaven will laugh to see it; I am bound, 
I cannot get out. It must be kindled at all four 
sides at once; we must be quick, or the Guadal- 
quivir itself will rise from its bed and extinguish 
the flames on the mount, they have it in pay. 
Help me! the water takes my life. Lord God! I 
have sinned, I have denied Thy holy name. Once 
Thou showedst Thyself in wonders, send down Thy 
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lightnings, that they may destroy me, me also, me 
first, I have sinned, destroy meP 

"He spoke quickly, and beat his breast with his 
bony fists till it resounded; I could not restrain 
him. He sank back almost breathless; I feared 
that he would die then, and would have rung the 
bell, but he rose again, and said, weeping, — 

"'Come, give me your hand, it is pure, pure 
from the blood of your brethren: it was at the sug- 
gestion of Satan, that I, a worm, tried to gnaw 
through this giant tree. I do penance for my 
pride, I have denied my God, I die useless, as I 
have lived useless. Do you not see my father 
there? He comes to help us. Have you pitched 
rings enough, Father? Do you hear the prisoners 
beneath singing Hallelujah? Ah, it is a beautiful 
song; Hallelujah, Hallelu EL We free you; you 
dare die. Do not look so reproachful, I am not in 
fault!' 

"He sank back again, and star ed, at me with 
unear thly glassy e yes^ I prayed him for God's 
sake, and our own, to be quiet: I told him how I 
had come in obedience to his letter; he should be 
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at peace, since he had saved many lives, and God 
would be merciful, and look only at the heart. 

"Then, in perfect consciousness, he spoke to me 
of his approaching death, and how rejoiced he was 
at the thought thereof. A flood of tears relieved his 
mind of its heavy load: then suddenly all was fear- 
ful confusion again; he called for consecrated water 
to soften his pain on his heart, that burnt like hot 
iron. 'Drink also/ he said to me, 'the holy father 
has blessed it. Bless me! Father, it is the Sab- 
bath. Where is Mother? Still below in the cellar of 
the Synagogue. Mother, rise, it is I, thy Moses/ 

"So he talked, and I was dizzy to think of the 
abyss before which I stood. 

"Evening came, and Geronimo thought men came 
to put him in a dark prison, and stretch him on the 
rack; groaning painfully, and with an almost dying 
voice, he cried continually, 'I am no Jew, I do not 
know where there are hidden Jews. Daniel, do not 
forsake me, do not forsake me, Daniel !' At last 
he slept again. It was night, the full moon shone 
through the window and shed its silver light over 
the sick man. I prepared for death, since every 
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word of our conversation, if overheard, would have 
brought me to a martyr's death; by good luck, how- 
ever, almost the whole order was employed in a 
search for Lutherans in the town. I prayed to God 
to have pity on Geronimo, and send him death. 
Children, it is terrible, to pray for the death of a 
man, and that man the friend of your youth. But 
why should this soul undergo a longer martyrdom? 
It was, however, otherwise ordained, I must experi- 
ence yet more terrible moments. 

"I sat there, sunk in troubled thought, when a 
familiar entered, and ordered me to come to the 
Inquisitor. My heart beat loudly, as I entered his 
presence; I threw myself on my knees, and asked 
his blessing. He gave it me, and said: 'You are 
a friend of Geronimo. In that you are a good 
Christian ' — and here he gave me a piercing look 
— 'take care that Geronimo is obstinate no longer, 
but takes the Sacrament once more before he dies; 
endeavour to do this, and let me know immediately; 
he must not die thus/ 

" I returned to the sick man's cell, he still slept; 
I bent softly over him, he awoke. 
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"'Come/ he said, rising hastily, 'now is the 
time. Look! Gideon with his three hundred men 
come also; they carry the fire-filled pitchers into 
the camp of the Midianites. Hush! be still! do not 
.blow the trumpets yet Let us celebrate High 
Mass.' He folded his hands, and crossed himself 
three times. I prayed, I implored him, I wept for 
fear, and conjured him to be quiet. I spoke to him 
of our childhood's days, and how he himself now 
would murder me, if he did not take the Sacra- 
ment. 

"'Why do they not give it me?' he said quietly. 
'I am a priest; come, wash my hands, I am unclean, 
then I will receive it.' 

"I went to the Inquisitor and told him, that 
Geronimo, though still confused, himself desired the 
Sacrament. The Inquisitor assembled the whole 
order, and as they carried the Elements along the 
long corridor, singing the Requiem in the echoing 
Jxall, Geronimo sang loudly with them, and even 
when it was ended, he sang the de profundis clamavi 
in a piercing voice with folded hands; then he tore 
his hands asunder, covered his head with them, and 
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sang the Hebrew words: Holy! Holy! Holy! Adonaj 
Zebaoth! (Jehova, Lord of Hosts) Ave Maria gratia 
plena, he said in the same mechanical tone. The 
Inquisitor used the moment to pass the Host to him; 
he devoured it, as if famishing. 

"'The cup, the cup!' he cried, 'I am a priest.' 
The Inquisitor handed him the cup, he clasped both 
hands round it, and began the Jewish Sabbath 
blessing over it; then raising himself in bed with 
all his strength, he stood in the full length of his 
trembling figure, and cried: 'On Gideon! shatter 
the pitchers! Fire! Fire!' he put the cup to his 
lips, threw it at the wall, so that it shivered to 
atoms, sank down, and was — dead." 

The stranger covered his eyes with his hand, 
and stood up, when he had said these words. No 
one uttered a syllable, for who could enter into the 
unutterable emotions of this soul? Each one feared 
by a sound, or a sigh to disturb the deep emotion 
of the other. It was the silence of death. Outside 
something tapped as with ghostly fingers on the 
panes; all started, the stranger opened the window, 
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nothing was to be seen, he sat down again at the 
table, and continued: 

"I had sunk down almost unconscious at the 
bedside of Geronimo; the cup with the spilt wine 
lay near me on the floor. I did not venture to 
rise, for fear, my first glance should read my 
fate. 

"'Rise,' said a harsh voice near me. I rose; 
the Inquisitor stood before me, not another monk 
was present. 

"'What is your name?' he asked me sternly. I 
was in painful uncertainty; should I give my real 
name, or not? but perhaps he had already seen 
it, and a lie would make my death doubly certain. 
I told the truth; he asked for a guarantee. 

"'No one knows me here,' I answered, 'but my 
brother-in-law, Don Juan Malveda in Cordova, he 
can bear me witness that the Casseres, in whose 
house at Segovia the first sitting of the Inquisition 
was held, was my ancestor.' I yet wonder at the 
courage with which I spoke to the Inquisitor in 
this decisive moment. 'Swear to me,' he said 
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after a long and painful pause. 'No, swear not, 
but if you let one syllable of what you have seen 
here pass your lips, you and your two children die 
the death by fire. You are in my power, I hold 
you in unseenxbonds, from which you cannot run 
loose.' 

"He then ordered a familiar to conduct me from 
the Castle. 

"If we take the history of the Prophet Jonah 
literally, his feelings must have been like mine 
when he was thrown out by the sea monster. I 
thought I continually heard the dreadful Requiem, 
though all armnnd wa,s jisstill as death^ JEKeiy- 
thing looked so unearthly, so strange, every bush 
that trembled in the moonlight, seemed to beckon 
to me to hasten on. 

"I was hardly capable of thought, through 
weariness and fear; and nowhere in that wide 
country was there a soul in whom I could trust 

"I looked up at the myriad host of stars, their 
celestial light shone comfortingly on my heart, God, 
the God of Hosts watched over me; my whole soul 
was a prayer, he answered it. 
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"I reached my inn, saddled my horse, and rode 
as on the wings of the wind. 

'JXh^moondisappeared behmdjcloi^ds, and only 
the pale light of stars shone on my lonely path. 
The horse seemed as if he too were driven by an 
unseen lash; he rushed irresistibly over hill and 
dale, and snorted with fear. Perhaps, thought I, 
the soul of some grim enemy of the Jews, perhaps 
that of a dead Grand-Inquisitor has entered this 
animal, and is now condemned to bear me through 
the night, and save me from my enemies. Often, 
when he turned his head, and looked at me with 
his fiery eyes, it seemed to say to me, 'do I not 
suffer enough for my earlier life?' 

"I feared even my own shadow that danced over 
rock and stone, and I drove the sharp spurs still 
harder into the ribs of my steed. 

"You, who have grown up and lived in freedom, 
you cannot know what a confusion is life in such 
moments; the earth is no longer firm, the heavens 
disappear, and whatever has been heard of the 
fearful and supernatural awakes anew. Anything 
supernatural, if it appeared, would be regarded 
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without astonishment, for everything has become 
supernatural, incomprehensible, our own life most 
of all. Varied out I arrived at my sister's in 
Cordova; and first imparted to her the terrible fear 
that hardly let me breathe freely. 

"When I went to my horse next morning in his- 
stall, he lay dead; his great eyes gazed at me as 
strangely as on the previous evening. 

"With a fresh Andalusian horse of my brother- 
in-law's I set forward on my journey. I took leave 
of my sister, but durst not tell her that I saw her 
for the last time. 

"When I arrived at home the old rest and tran- 
quillity had disappeared from the house. In each 
friend who bade me heartily welcome, in each 
stranger whom I saw in the streets, I imagined a 
messenger from the band of murderers who called 
themselves a tribunal. Each one, I thought, 
would throw back his mantle, and disclose the 
bloodred I on his breast. The old freedom 
^are^ had disappeared, I knew only fear and mis- 
trust. Waking and sleeping, the figure of Geronimo 
was before me; 'you too, you too,' it said to me, 
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'may die such a death; deserted by the faith that 
was a plaything of thy cowardice; tossed hope- 
lessly betwixt truth and lies/ I sold all my goods, 
and not without great danger, — for you know, no one 
is allowed to leave Spain without special permission 
from the king, — was with God's help free. I sent 
my children out of the country by different ways; 
they have remained in Leyden. If God preserves 
my life, I will bring them here next week. If I 
should relate all that I suffered till I arrived here, 
it would keep us till the morrow, and I should not 
have told a tenth part; but it is already late, and 
if it pleases God, we shall remain longer to- 
gether." 

"Yes, the lights are already burnt out, and to- 
morrow is the sixth Iyar, we must rise early, so we 
will, in God's name, retire." So spake the father, 
and they all parted. 

Pleasant as a Jewish house is on Friday even- 
ing in the festive hour, as ^eird and strange is it 
at the time of separation. The seven lights burn 
alone in the empty sitting-room, and it is a strange 
sensation to imagine it as light after light burns out; 
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for the law forbids a light to be extinguished or 
lit on the Sabbath, or taken in the hand. 

In the corner house on the wall, each one went 
to rest in darkness, and each one was followed by 
some figure of terror from the narrative of the 
stranger guest. Old Chaje had already been long 
asleep, and dreamt of Miriam's wedding, and what 
an important part she would play therein, when her 
companion in the apartment, Miriam, entered, and 
awoke her with a cry and a shake. "What is the 
matter? what is it?" said Chaje, rubbing her eyes. 

"You snored so, and talked in your sleep that I 
was frightened," replied Miriam. It was, in truth, 
another fear that made her a disturber of sleep. 
In the thick darkness she expected the spirit of 
her uncle to glide before her each moment; and 
wished to banish the fear by conversation. Chaje 
related her dream, and what a pity it was, that she 
had been awakened; her mo "+fr jy of ?rfid y M frtr tT if 
good things that she had enjpyed-al^the.. wedding, 
been seated near the bridegroom, with her 
gold chain and her red silk dress on. 

"You may laugh," said she, "for what one dreams 
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on Friday night comes as certainly true as that it 
is now Sabbath all over the world." 

Miriam was glad to find Chaje so talkative, her 
ghostly fears began to fade: "What did my bride- 
groom look like?" she asked, as she laid her head 
on the pillow. But that Chaje unluckily did not 
know; what he wore, and what he said to her, she 
could tell to a hair. She talked long after Miriam 
was asleep. It could not be ghosts of which she 
was dreaming, for when she awoke in the morning, 
she drew the coverlet over her, shut her eyes, and 
tried to dream again. 

Baruch did not awake so pleasantly. He too 
went to his chamber with a beating heart, it was 
not the ghost of his uncle that appeared to him in 
the darkness, but yet he was present to his thoughts. 
A restless spirit filled him with horror, and op- 
pressed his soul. With a loud voice, and out of the 
depth of his heart Baruch said the N evening prayer, 
and laid emphasis on the conjuratio n, which he 
thrice repeated. "In the name of Adonaj (Jehovah) 
the God of Israel, with Michael on the right, with 
Gabriel on the left, before me Uriel, behind me 
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Raphael, and at my head Schechinath-El (the Holy- 
Ghost)" — he hid his face in the pillow, closed his 
eyes, but it wa£ long before sleep settled on them; 
he was too deeply agitated. He had slept but a 
few hours, when his father woke him from a feverish 
dream, for it was time to go to the Synagogue^ 
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CHAPTER IV. 
THE SYNAGOGUE. 

A light mist still hung over the streets of Amster- 
dam; the golden letters of the words ajW* ms (the 
House of Jacob) over the door of the Synagogue on 
the town-wall shone but dimly, but already a great 
many men and women crowded through the seven 
columns that adorned the vestibule of the Synagogue. 
Baruch, his father, and the stranger were there. 
On entering the inner door, each stepped before one 
of the two huge marble basins that stood beside 
each door post, turned on the brass tap and washed 
his hands. Baruch observed the rule of the Tal- 
mud, to wash the right hand first. Then they de- 
scended the three steps; every Synagogue must be 
below ground, for it is written: "Out of the depths 
have I cried unto thee, O Lord." (Ps. cxxx. i.) 
Each one of those present placed over his shoulders 
a large woollen cloth, with three blue stripes at the 
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ends, and tassels hanging from the four corners; the 
most pious, Baruch among them, covered their hats 
with it "How lovely are thy tents, o Jacob, thy dwell- 
ings, o Israel," sang a well trained choir of boys; and 
here these words did not sound ironical, for the 
simply built interior of the building was beautifully 
ornamented. At the upper end, on the side to- 
wards the east, where once the holy temple of 
Jerusalem stood, towards which the Jew turns to 
pray, the tables, on which were engraved the ten 
commandments, were supported by two stone lions. 
They stood above the sacred ark, and around it, in 
a half circle, almond and lemon trees bloomed in 
ornamental potsA For yearly, since they had been 
driven out of their Spanish home, they sent to the 
Catholic Peninsula for trees planted in the earth 
from which they had sprung, wherewith to decorate 
the Synagogue, that for some few hours they 
might dream themselves back into the well known 
plains. 

The long opening prayer, spoken aloud by the 
choir-leader, gave all leisure enough for observation; 

but when at last the "Statutes of Israel" (Deut. vi. 5.) 

4* 
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began, all joined in with a loud voice. It was by no 
means harmonious, the whole building echoed with 
the wild war cry; for what was it but a war cry, with 
which they had conquered life and death a thou- 
sand times? "Hear, O Israel; The Lord our God is 
one Lord!" The soul of each would enter by force 
the impenetrable first cause of the existence of God. 
Baruch, too, closed his eyelids fast, and clasped his 
hands, his nerves thrilling in ecstacy, his whole con- 
sciousness, with its longings towards that other world, 
drawn upward to the rays concentrated in that one 
point of light, where it found itself in God. With 
upturned glance as in the writings of the wise of 
old, he saw all the dangers of the waters of death 
before his eyes, that he would so readily have gone 
through for his faith in the unity of his God. His 
whole soul, thus elevated, felt refreshed as with 
heavenly dew. 

The first prayer was ended, the folding doors of 
the sacred ark were opened on a glistening array 
of rolls of the law bound in cloth of gold, and orna- 
mented with gold plate and jewels that drew all 
eyes to the holy place, where the three most pro- 
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minent men of the congregation read alternately 
the names of the towns, and Lands in which faith- 
fill Jews had suffered a martyr's death; the most 

i worthy of these martyrs were enumerated and read 

out at the conclusion of the death-roll of the pre- 
ceding year. Rachel Spinoza was among the first 
of these, her name was said with a blessing, and 
the pious legacies mentioned, which she had left 
for prizes in the Talmud school, "Crown of the 
Law." Baruch looked sadly at his father; for with 
the sacred memory of his mother was mingled the 
enigmatical mention of her Moorish origin. 

The sacred ark was again closed, and Rabbi 

i Isaac Aboab advanced to the altar in the midst of 

the Synagogue. He was a thin little man, marked 
with small-pox, with a high forehead and prominent 
gray eyes, and a red beard on cheek and chin: 
"Yea, though I walk through the valley of the sha- 

i dow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with 

i 

me; thy rod and thy staff, they comfort me," 
(Ps. xxm. 3.) he repeated in a harsh voice. The 
corresponding text was added from the Talmud, 
and further, this choice explanation of the expres- 
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sion "thy rod and thy staff," that by "rod" the 
written, and by "staff" the spoken law was under- 
stood. The preacher then descended to his audience; 
•>— "the living buried in a dungeon bemoans his life; 
the unkempt hair of his head is his only pillow; 
whether it be day or night, whether spring blos- 
soms; or the Autumn winds pluck the yellow leaves 
from the trees, he knows not; dust and darkness 
surround him, but in his heart are light and joyous 
day, for God dwells therein. In his loneliness an in- 
numerable host of Angels hover round him, who 
bear him away out of the hard prison-walls, far 
away, over the world to the throne of God, where 
he rests in prayer." 

All the grades of torture the Rabbi described 
to his hearers, to the most extreme degree, when 
by dropping of water on the top of the spine, the 
nerves of the brain itself are weakened. 

"Woe," he cried, "our eyes have seen the in- 
describable afflictions with which the Lord menaces 
us. No. Let us not cry Woe, but Praise, and 
Thanks to Him, who has lifted them all to a pastur- 
age in the glorious light of His Majesty!" The trans- 
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Tatar of Erira's "Doors of Heaven" here described 
the joys of everlasting felicity in all their exceeding 
glory; and praised that doctrine before which the 
Angels bow themselves, and the Universe trembles; 
he described that absorption of self in the teachings 
of God and his creation, which to him, whose in- 
most heart is so absorbed, gives heavenly blessed- 
ness even here, and lends power to create and to 
destroy. With the usual conclusion, that God would 
soon send his Messiah, and restore Israel to his in- 
heritance, he finished his discourse. 

Rabbi Saul Morteira, whose tall, well-covered 
person we have already encountered on the previous 
day, advanced next to the altar. "He will swallow 
up death in victory; and the Lord God will wipe 
away tears from off all faces; and the rebuke of his 
people shall he take away from off all the earth;" 
(Is. xxv. 8.) he began in a low voice, "I look round 
on this assembly, and again a year has thinned its 
ranks, another year will come, and with it this day 
of mourning, and of rejoicing; and many of us will 
then have vanished from our places; perhaps I also! 
fl, also, O Lord, here am 1/ I answer, if thou callest 
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to me." With these Words the Rabbi beat his 
breast with both hands, till his voice trembled. He 
spoke at greater length on the suddenness of death, 
and the grief of the survivors; half stifled sobs were 
heard from the t rellis ed gallery of the women, and 
here and there among the men; only a few, who 
thought a funeral oration on the Sabbath unlawful, 
remained unmoved, 

Baruch, too, stood with tears shining in his eyes, 
tears of longing; he felt God to be so near, so 
familiar, that he wished to die, and never more to 
be separated from him, "Check the sigh that would 
raise thy breast, for God, the Lord, wipes the tear 
from every eye," cried the Rabbi. From the appli- 
cation of his text to the fate of the individual, he 
turned to that of Israel. 

"For the Lord will wipe the disgrace of his 
people from off the face of the earth; but only 
those, who have guarded his word in their hearts 
dare demand the fulfilment of his promise." The 
preacher added to these words an ingenious but 
plain and sharp argument against Christianity. 
With bitter zeal he railed against the subtilizing 



THE .SYNAGOGUE. §7 

intellect of man, that aspired even to explain the 
immeasurable. 

"In the Talmud tractate Chulin, it is related 
that: 'The Emperor Hadrian desired once of Rabbi 
Jehosuah that he should show him the Uncreated 
One, or else he would esteem his learning and 
faith as nought. It was a hot summer-day, the 
Rabbi led the Emperor out into the open air. 
'Look at the sun/ he said to the Prince. 'I cannot,' 
he replied, 'it dazzles my eyes.' 'Son of Dust!' 
said the Rabbi, 'the rays of one single creation 
thou canst not endure, how couldst thou see the 
Creator?' " 

So spake the preacher, and concluded his par- 
ables from the Talmud with 'the one (well known 
to readers of the New Testament, here slightly 
altered) on the labourers in the vineyard, and the 
one of those prudent and foolish ones who awaited 
the coming of the Saviour. He mingled amusing 
anecdotes with his sermon, raising thereby an in- 
voluntary laugh among his audience. The Church 
and its servants did not then stand in their present 
frosty and oracular relation to the lay members. 
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The Jewish Church especially, which both could 
and must offer all things to all men, did not refrain 
from godly jokes. An amused expression of interest 
spread over the faces of all when the Rabbi con- 
cluded; here and there men turned to their neigh- 
bours, and gave vent to their approval by gestures 
or exclamations. There are some Jews not suf- 
ficiently objective to abstract their attention from 
self enough to measure everything, even the words 
of their teacher by the measure of the revealed 
law or their own reason. To these therefore it was 
no pleasure to hear yet another discourse; for now 
a man of compact figure and polished worldly ad* 
dress had taken the deserted place of Rabbi Saul 
Morteira. 

It was that man of incomparable precocity and 
universality of Genius, who, already a Rabbi in his 
eighteenth year, afterwards physician and states- 
man, had entered into controversy with Hugo 
Grotius on the beauties of the Idyllic poetry of 
Theocritus; and with Rabbi Isaak Aboab on the 
mixture of metals in the image of Nebuchadnezar. 
It was Rabbi Manasseh ben Israel, whose wife, a 
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grand-daughter of the renowned Don Isaak Abra- 
banel, derived her lineage in direct line from 
Pavid, King of Israel. 

For some seconds Rabbi Manasseh covered his 
eyes with his left hand, then began with a power- 
ful voice that reached all comers of the Syna- 
gogue:— 

"O house of Jacob, come ye, and let us walk in 
the light of the Lord." The day is again returned 
on which we consecrated this house, that we built 
unto the Lord, for He allowed us here to find 
a refuge from the hands of our persecutors; but 
not by the strength of our hands have we ob- 
tained it. If God build not the house, vain is the 
toil of the labourer. We have built a house here 
unto the Lord; O that the walls would expand 
and rise, as far as the heavens are stretched 
above the earth; and that my voice would fill the 
whole world, that I might awake the echoes with 
thunders, and lay in their mouths these words, that 
one echo might call them unto another. "O house 
of Jacob, come ye, and let us walk in the light of 
the Lord" (Is. n. 5.). I myself, you all know, I 
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had an enlightened father, he suffered martyrdom, 
and saved nought but bare life from the hands of 
those, who call themselves Christians; but let us 
not look back into the dim dungeon, but gaze on 
the light that streams on us from all quarters. 

The author of the book on the "Salvation of 
Israel" continued in spirited language, though often 
in ambiguous and superfine phraseology, his ad- 
dress on the necessity that the Jews should join in 
the universal striving towards the higher develop- 
ment of the age. By the "Light of the Lord" he 
understood the classics not less than the teachings 
of Moses. He railed against the Polish Jews, 
whose obscure customs and debased position he 
ascribed principally to their want of solid learning; 
at last he rejoiced his hearers with an "Amen." 

A roll of the law was then taken from the ark 
amid songs of praise. When it was handed to 
Baruch, he took the edge of the cloth of gold in 
which it was wrapped, and pressed it fervently to 
his lips. 

The Thora was unrolled on the altar, and at 
each extract that was read out, one of the three 
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preachers was called upon to say the blessing 
thereon. 

At the fourth extract the reader raised his 
voice, and cried: "Rise our teacher and master, 
Rabbi Baruch Ben Benjamin!" Baruch Spinoza, 
who was called to the Thora by this title of honour, 
was fiery red; he left his seat, an d repaired to the 
altar, where he read the blessing in a trembling 
voice. Everyone in the Synagogue wondered at so 
unprecedented a case, as for a youth of fifteen to 
attain to such an honour; a few only there were, 
who thought it misplaced, for Baruch was beloved 
of all who knew him. With the long, so called 
Mussaph (additional prayer) and some concluding 
prayers, the service was ended. 



6i SPINOZA. 



CHAPTER V. 
FATHER AND SON. 

At the door the throng was great. Everyone 
congratulated Baruch and his father on the honour 
that had befallen them. 

"Certainly," said the father to his son on their 
homeward way, "the discourses have lasted over 
long to-day; the preachers should consider that 
they preach to empty stomachs (for no one must 
taste food before morning service). Let it be a 
warning to you never to preach too long. Are you 
pleased?" 

"I am confused," answered Baruch, "with my 
rise to such a height, I am too weak." 

"God keep you in that mind," said his father 
approvingly. "Well balanced natures are easily 
abashed at the honours assigned to them. Trust 
in God who has chosen you out, he will give you 
strength to fulfil your vocation; only say to your- 
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self: you are chosen for it, because you have the 
strength to fulfil it" 

On the threshold of their home, the father, as 
on the previous evening, laid his hands on his son's 
head, and blessed him thus, "the Lord make thee 
like unto Ephraim and Manasseh." 

Miriam stood on the step, and gave Baruch a 
parchment that Rabbi Saul Morteira had sent. It 
was his diploma as Rabbi. 

The father then opened his plate chest, and 
chose out his heaviest gilt goblet, to send it to the 
teacher some other day, 

Baruch from that time was qualified to prefix 
the title of Rabbi to his name. 

He felt a strange shock, whenever visitors ad* 
dressed him by the title: it seemed to him as if 
he wore an unseen crown on his head. Soon, how- 
ever, this exaltation of mind was disturbed by 
inner confusion, that henceforth augmented with 
ever increasing force. 

Baruch now belonged to the qualified guardians 
of the law; and it was not mere modesty when he 
protested to his congratulators, that he felt too 
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weak for the burden imposed on him. Was it the 
shiver of weakness that overtakes those who have 
attained the goal long earnestly striven for? 

What jealous demons would raise such inward 
doubts? Formerly they made themselves known 
but fleetingly, and were easily conquered, but now 
new ones too, unthought of before, forced them- 
selves into notice, and mocked his honours. 

Baruch seemed often lost in them. The ghost 
of Geronimo, the man with the double life, that 
had not appeared to him in the night, appeared to 
him now in full daylight, seizing on him at every 
corner. 

At table where every one 4r§^Barucl^aJifialthi__ 
and every one thought of him, he regained his 
spirits, and joined in the festivity. 

In the afternoon, as he read the extracts for 
the day of the week, and the commentary on them* 
he was again aware that only lips and eyes were 
reading, his mind was not there; he spurned the 
contrary spirit in him, and fervently prayed to God, 
to stand by him, and help and strengthen his faith. 
Tears fell on the open book, they softened the 
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anguish of his heart. In a clear firm voice, as if 
he would proclaim them to a congregation he read 
out the words of the law, and by this invocation 
banished the demons from his heart, and a happy 
animation pervaded his being. 

His father came, and sat quietly beside him 
awhile, then said, closing the book: — 

"Baruch may now be less diligent, he has at-_ 
tainedt£jlie highest honour in his youth; he must 
now take pains to strengthen his body." 

Baruch kissed the book again, and placed it on 
the shelf, then warmly clasped his father's hand. 

"O my son," began his father again, "your 
honour is sevenfold my own, you cannot realise it 
— may you one day experience the like; — nought 
is like unto the blessedness of the father who him- 
self strives after an honour, and then sees his son 
attain to it; my happiness and joy rest on your 
head, are yours, and yet more than mine, better 
than mine. I see the time of the Messiah before 
me; I know now how it must be to the Father's heart 
to call his son the Saviour. God pardon me, my 
heart is so overfull; — I shpuld not say so to you, but 

•Spinoza. /. 5 
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you may thus know how blessed you make me. 
My last brother is dead, that wound is healed 
with heavenly balm; you are my son, and brother 
also." 

Baruch had never seen his father so agitated; 
with humbled looks he gazed at his flashing eyes. 
The souls of father and son found peace in com- 
munion. The father covered his brow with one hand, 
and after a pause, said in a quiet tone: 

"Have you no wish, Baruch? Speak out, I 
would willingly reward you for the joy with which 
you have animated my heart." 

It was a singular return to the common world, 
and only because the desire was habitual to him 
Baruch said: 

"Let me at last learn the language of all secular 
learning, Latin. Why should I know less than my 
schoolfellows Isaak Pinhero, Ahron de Silva, and 
many others?" 

"Yes, I will grant your request. God, the All- 
good, who has led you hitherto, will guard you 
further, that you may drink in no poison from such 
writings. And now, have you no other wish?" 



\ 
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"Is it true," said Baruch, looking at the ground, 
and blushing, "is it true, what Rodrigo Casseres 
said yesterday evening about the Moorish origin of 
my mother (Blessed be her memory!)? Did I 
wrong Chisdai Astruk when I struck him in the 
face a year ago, because he mocked me with it?" 

The father's face changed suddenly at these 
words, he gazed before him, and pressed his lips 
together: at last he took a key from his pocket, 
opened a chest, and took out the ^death-gear , T that 
every pious Jew keeps ready, unrolled them, until 
he found a paper; this he handed to Baruch with 
ese words: 

"Take, and read it; you have heard of the 
death of my brother, you are the heir of all our 
traditions. Remember that. These words should 
have been yours when my mouth was mute, but it is 
better so. You are strong enough." 

The father pushed the writing towards him with 

a trembling hand, and left the room to go witli his 

guest to the harbour, the so-called Buitenkant y where 

the monotonous cry of the sailors echoed across 

the water, and his co-religionists passing in the 

5* 
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enjoyment of the Sabbath repeatedly congratulated 
the happy father. He showed his guest the verdure 
of the reclaimed marshes; and to-day a certain 
pride in his new home, and in its position gained 
b y^ unremitting energy, arose in him. 

As he showed his friend the waterworking wind* 
mills, and explained the plan of the dykes and 
dams, and how each piece of fruitful land had its 
history, his hearer looked on in astonished sym- 
pathy. 

This man, who now first saw himself openly 
joining in the faith of his fathers, must have fol- 
lowed a devotional train of thought, for he said: 

"In these Netherlands, our God seems a second 
time to have miraculously dried up the sea, for the 
salvation of his people Israel. He has not done it 
by supernatural means, but taught his power to 



men." 



Meanwhile Baruch sat in his chamber and 
read: 
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MANUELA. 

FOR MY ONLY SON, BARUCH, ALONE. 

When these words come into your hands, my 
mouth will be mute, my soul again with her to 
whom it ever belonged, and of whom I am now 
about to tell you .... 

My whole youth rises before me, my cheeks 
burn; from scorn and lies I have won a blessed 
life. 

Give heed. 

I was twenty years old the Spring when I 
travelled to Seville to visit my brother Moses, called 
Geronimo, in his monastery. I say, I was twenty 
years of age, but I knew men, and their dishonest 
ways. Misfortune and deceit age men before their 
time and teach them experience. I arrived in 
Seville. My brother received me with cruel cold- 
ness, hardly giving me his hand through the bars 
of the grating in the monastery-parlour: "Son of 
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earth, I have nought in common with thee; what 
wouldst thou with me?" he exclaimed. 

Such a reception did not attract me to him. 
I had business for some weeks in the town and 
neighbourhood. I remained, therefore, a week in 
Seville, without seeing my brother again. 

In the gay companionship of Lindos and Majos, 
I passed many careless hours of pleasure, but the 
thought of the fate of the flower of our faith in 
Seville was too grimly earnest to be forgotten. I 
visited the graveyard before the Minjoar gate, de- 
stroyed five-and-twenty years ago; there the bones 
of the great men of Israel once rested, there once 
stood the noble monument of our ancestor, of the 
great Rabbi Baruch de Espinosa, whose name you 
bear; but nothing was to be seen, not a single in- 
scription marked the spot wherein the bones of 
the noble man had been laid; even in the grave 
Spain had denied them rest, and searched it for 
gold, silver and unholy books. 

One day an irrepressible inclination (after what 
resulted, I must needs call it an inspiration) made 
me revisit my unnatural priestly brother. 
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As if I were mounting the holy hill of Zion, 
where once was enthroned the glory of God, I made 
my way with equal joy towards the Castle of Triana, 
where priests reigned in the name of the Creator. 
I could neither account for my joy, nor control it. 

As I entered the parlour, I was met by a sobbing 
maiden, who left the room with veiled face. 

"Senora," said I, "do you need a protector, and 
dare I — " I could not finish the sentence, the 
maiden raised her brilliant black eyes, a tear 
dropped from the long lashes, she shook her head 
slightly in denial, and went out. 

I was led to my brother's cell by a familiar. 
He convulsively clasped my hand, and when the 
familiar left the cell, fell on my neck weeping: 

"Benjamin, my brother, it is thou, indeed, but I 
am no Joseph, I have sold myself. But no! No! 
I will be quiet; see, it is just as if we were at 
home, thou art the younger, and yet thou hast 
power over me; 'O how lovely is it when brethren 
are together,' " he said. 

He saw how the marked contrast between this 
reception and the last surprised me, and prayed 
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me to pardon him; he could not act otherwise, be- 
cause the parlour was so built, that the slightest 
whisper could be heard by the prior, whose cell 
was above. 

They always half mistrusted him, and he wished 
to show, that he, if need be, could forcibly tear 
asunder all the bonds of nature, and look upon the 
priests alone as his brethren, the Church as his true 
mother. He described his daily life to me, and how 
he secretly prayed to the God of his fathers; the most 
cunning intrigues, the most ghastly tales of murder, 
he related with unmoved and pious mien, only some- 
times a faint smile hovered round the corners of 
his mouth. I expressed my wonder at this blank 
want of expression. 

"An expressive countenance," he said, "is our 
greatest enemy. Therefore with God's help, I have 
made mine blank and dull. Within all may be 
rage and rebellion if you will, but on the surface 
must be peace; the blessed eternal peace of the 
Holy One." 

We talked long together. I reminded him of 
Eleazar, called Constantine Montefiore, who with 
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the same view as Moses had become a Domi- 
nican. 

"That is a case in point," said Geronimo, "he 
was caught in the invisible snares that surround 
the parlour. His father visited him, they were 
careless enough to trust their secrets to the gos- 
siping walls: an hour later they were thrown in 
prison. Constantine (I will not blame him, he is 
dead) could not bear the thought that he was guilty 
of his father's tortures and death; with a piece 
of broken glass he opened a vein, and bled his 
young life away. Old Montefiore, already half a 
corpse, two days afterwards was burnt at an Auto 
da fi y with the body of his son." Thus talked 
Geronimo, I conjured him, by everything sacred, 
according to our father's wishes, to take to flight; 
he swore hotly by all that is holy never to leave 
his cloister alive. 

I returned to the town; the inexplicable obstinacy 
of my brother, with his life lost to the outer world, 
made my whole being shudder; but all my thoughts 
vanished like empty shadows when I saw the 
maiden, who had met me on entering the parlour, 
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now sitting on a stone by the roadside. She did 
not notice me, and I passed her; hardly was I three 
paces distant, however, when I was moved to return 
as if by enchantment. 

"Seiiora," I said, "I have no right to penetrate 
the secrets of your heart; but I have a right, if you 
are in need of help to offer it you, and you to 
demand it from me." 

She told me afterwards, that the earnest tone of 
my voice had given her more confidence in me 
than my chivalrous words could have done. 

"Leave me alone, kind Caballero, my knight 
must be death alone," said she, in a voice in 
which tones of sorrowful refusal and timoro us 
appeal combined in exquisite harmony. O, what 
an indescribable charm was in her whole appear- 
ance; I felt it, though in the twilight, and hidden 
by the carefully adjusted folds of her mantilla, I 
had seen little of her except her brilliant eyes. 

* An inexplicable thrill passed through me as I 
stood before her; I remained fast bound to her 
vicinity. It was more than mere pity, more than 
sympathy with unknown grief that held me there; 



FATHER AND SON. 75 

I did not know it was love, which reveals itself 
when we approach the being whom the Lord has 
created for us. 

I talked longer with the maiden, or Manuela, 
as she was called; she excused herself for refusing 
my aid, I must not think ill of her; misfortune and 
grief had taught her mistrust of men. Tears choked 
her voice. 

So grief was the companion of her youth also. 
Ah! the unhappy understand one another easily. 
She told me, that her father had already been 
imprisoned in the castle three months. She wished 
to wait here till the Inquisitor should return from 
the town; she knew well enough that her own life 
\ was in danger, because the law forbade anyone, 
even though a child, to beg for the pardon of one 
accused of heresy; she would die with her father, 
and yet she feared the approaching night. 

"I see already," she said, "it must be so; and I 
must evermore await the morrow in weeping and 
wailing." 

She rose, and went quickly away. I stood as 
one rooted to the spot, and when she disappeared 
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from my eyes at a turn of the road, a longing like 
home-sickness overcame me, and I rushed after her. 
From the brow of the hill overlooking the magni- 
ficent bridge over the Guadalquivir, I saw three 
veiled figures in white cloaks approaching with 
measured tread; Manuela threw herself at the feet 
of the foremost one; a piercing cry of grief reached 
me, and Manuela was forced aside. I sprang for- 
ward; the men quietly pursued their way, and ad- 
vanced towards me; I checked my rapid course, 
removed my hat and bowed; it was the Inquisitor 
accompanied by two D ominica ns, who were return- 
ing to the Castle of Triana from a hunt for souls. 

The minutes I spent in humble trembling guise, 
a thousand curses for this villain, and a thousand 
cares for Manuela in my heart, were a foretaste 
of Hell. Like an arrow shot swiftly from a bow, I 
sped on to support Manuela, whose trembling steps 
approached the gates. She recognised me, and 
stood still. I could not speak for gasping, and only 
grasped her hand. 

\ "Leave me, I pray you," she said, but without 
withdrawing her hand. I swore to her — O, then 
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I felt, how dreadful it was, not to dare name the 
Holiest by which a man can swear! I thought my 
tongue would become incapable, when I, at the 
moment when I would have given the greatest 
assurance, was obliged to swear by St. Jago. I could 
not speak, my whole soul was so agitated. Manuela 
clasped my hand in both hers, her tearful eyes met 
mine confidingly. 

"Yes," she said, "I will follow my impulse, un- 
happier than I am, I cannot be; come with me, you 
shall hear all." 

I offered her my arm, and with some hesitation 
she laid her trembling hand on it 

"These streets have never seen me thus," she 
said in a low voice, as we turned into a side street 
from the gate. 

I tried to soothe her, she was silent, and folded 
her Mantilla closer. Without a word we went on, 
till in a narrow street, not far from the church of 
Our Lady of the Pillar, we entered an insignificant 
little house. 

"Have you come at last, Manuela?" cried a loud 



'■/ 



7 8 SPINOZA, 

treble voice; and a round figure, with a light, rolled 
like a woolsack down the steps. 

"I have already prayed thirteen Ave Marias, 
and vowed a three-pound wax-candle to St. Jago, if 
you should come home safe. Ah! my sweet little 
dove, whom have you there? Praised be the Virgin, 
is not that Don Alfonso Sajavedra from Valencia? 
Excuse me, sir, my old eyes — " 

"You have indeed seen wrong, Laura, it is not 
my cousin, but a stranger, a friend, I should have 
said, who will help us." 

"Then I was right," continued the old woman, 
"have I not often told you, that if you went some 
one would help us. Whenever I went I was thrown 
aside like a squeezed orange; but laugh away," 
she croaked on, "it is just as the proverb says, *a 
fresh stamped real, with the king's image — God 
save him! — is better than one defaced with use.' 
You may pride yourself, noble knight, that my 

■ 

trembling dove has made an exception in your 
favour." 

The old woman was never tired of praising 
Manuela, and said, it could only be by a miracle 
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that I had gained so much from her. Manuela 
silenced her with difficulty. After the old woman 
had reviewed me to her satisfaction, she went out. 
Manuela must have met my gaze, for she dropped 
her eyes. 

"Sefior," said she, and hastily grasped my hand, 
"Seiior, what are you thinking of me?" 

"That we love each other," I answered, kissing 
her hand. 

"Yes, we love each other," said she, "God in 
Heaven knows it, we love each other. O Mother, 
Mother, why must you die before seeing the infinite 
happiness of your child!" 

The tears coursed down her glowing cheeks at 
these words. 

"Dare I love you, Sefior?" she whispered, and 
covered her eyes and cheeks with both hands; "do 
you know me? do I know you?" 

"We knew each other," I answered, "the mo- 
ment God kindled the spark of love in us; we love 
each other: is there a more intimate knowledge?" 

Ah! it is but a feeble echo of that feeling that 
I can reawaken from the past; but even now, when 
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I approach the grave, even now it thrills me like 
lightning, when I think, how once' almighty love 
exalted me. It was God's providence, this self 
knowledge and comprehension without effort or 
search. Then, I confess, I felt nothing of this; 
sunk in unanticipated felicity I did not recognise 
the unseen hand which guided me as clearly as 
now it is evident to me it did. 

In the midst of her joy, the memory of the 
joyless hours spent by her imprisoned father re- 
curred to Manuela. I consoled her, promised my 
brother's aid, but she trusted little to that. 

The old woman came in with the supper. 

"What is the noble Caballero's name?" she 
whispered to Manuela; I saw the maiden's con- 
fusion. 

"Tell my name aloud, Senora," I broke in, "it 
sounds well in this land, and this good mother has 
guessed the half prophetically; I am Alfonso de 
Espinosa." 

We sat down in comfort; the old woman watched 
me continually, and bade Manuela notice whether 
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ishe were right or not in saying my hair was like 
this or that friend's. 

"By G — s blood!" said she, "how glad I am 
that there is again a sombrero on the nail; two 
womankind alone are but desolate creatures, and 
who knows how things may go with old Valor." 

This name startled me; I pressed Manuela to 
tell me her father's history; she looked down, and 
began after a short pause. 

"You know, there were many Moorish ladies 
from Grenada in Cardia when the edict was read, 
that in future none would be permitted to go out 
veiled in the national manner. Among the ladies 
whose veils were torn off by the soldiery in the 
market-place of Cardia, was my uncle's wife, called 
the beautiful Mirzah. v Her beauty was so great 
that you would have thought an angel from Paradise 
had been sent to bless the boldest of the followers 
of the former lords of Spain. No strange man's eye 
had ever rested on this loveliness, and now to be 
the prize of the rude mob! The news of this 
dreadful occurrence spread quickly amid the lamen- 
tations of the ladies; it was as if a violent earth- 
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quake had shaken the whole of Aljaniz, for the 
intention to abolish the remaining customs of the 
converted Moors, was unmistakeable. I do not 
know why I relate the story; I never knew Mirzah, 
who was cruelly repudiated by her husband, and 
her fate was wholly unconnected with ours. Ex- 
cuse me, if I do not know where to begin, I have 
not thought connectedly of these things, because I 
never expected to be allowed to give an account x 
of them. My father, like the other Moorish Chris- 
tians, then lived in Aljaniz of Grenada. Ah! I can- 
not tell it you to-day!" Manuela stopped and rose 
hastily from her chair. 

"Well, well, I am here," said the Duenna, 
"don't I know it all as well as you? Was I not 
there when your mother, God rest her soul! told it 
to you? I tremble to my heart's core when I think 
what life must have been like then." 

With much questioning and many interruptions 
I learnt at last that Manuela's father, Don Antonio 
de Valor, called by the Moors Aben Hamed, was 
a cousin of Aben Humega. 

Don Antonio, who was averse to the Moorish 
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rebellion, had remained a Christian, did not leave 
Grenada, and suffered as much abuse from his co- 
religionists as from the native Spaniards. Even Don 
Antonio's two sons were enraged with him, and when 
the premeditated storming of the Alhambra was 
unsuccessful, they fled to the so-called King of the 
Alpujarras, Aben Humega, in the Sierra Nevada, and 
fell covered with honour in that unexampled war of 
extermination. 

"You should have come to us sooner," inter- 
rupted the Duenna; "then you would have looked 
round you; it was not like it is now; Flanders 
carpets on the floors, tapestry of gold and silk on 
the walls; gold and silver goblets on the tables, 
that one thought they must break under them." — 
We silenced the old woman with difficulty, and 
Manuela went on with the narrative. 

"The insurrection was suppressed, the Moors 

scattered, fallen, or imprisoned. As long as the 

philanthropic Marquis of Mondejar ruled in Grenada, 

my father lived undisturbed in the seclusion to 

which his own wish and his diminished fortune 

consigned him; when the noble Marquis was re- 
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called, my father was arrested as a secret devotee 
of Islamism. The King's half-brother, Don John of 
Austria, who next held the government, again set 
him free from prison. My father came here, to 
live in peace far from the remains of his former 
associations. For ten years he remained undis- 
turbed; he went daily to church, but otherwise 
never left the house, employing the whole of his 
time in the study of learned writings, and in my 
education. 

"Half a year later a malignant fever tore my 
mother from us; hardly anyone dared approach her 
bed except my father; she died in his arms. From 
the day my mother was buried, my father never 
crossed the threshold of the house; even I, who 
once could do anything with him, could not per- 
suade him to go near the church. 

"Twelve weeks ago yesternight, — O God ! I shall 
never forget that hour! — two familiars demanded 
admission to the house in the name of the Inquisi- 
tion. Laura had the courage to admit them; I could 
not move from my place. They forced their way 
in, and dragged my father to the Castle of Triana, 
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where he must defend himself from suspicion of 
heresy. An hour later everything in the house was 
searched and sealed; I had to look on, while they 
tore down my mother's picture, because they thought 
treasure might be concealed behind it, and, as they 
expressed it, the seductive heathen's face might have 

swallowed money." Here Manuela suddenly stopped. 

1 

"I have told you all," she then continued in a 
confiding tone; "I have neither misuse of it to 
fear, nor alas! advantage from its use, to hope." 

I used every inducement to comfort Manuela; 
but the old woman looked ghostly to me, as, during 
the latter part of the narration, she sat with folded 
hands and staring eyes; her lips moving mechanically 
in whispered prayer. Manuela did not notice her; 
for I had succeeded in turning her mind from the 
sad visions of the past. Midnight had chimed when 
I arrived at my Posada. When I awoke next mornr 
ing, all seemed a dream. 

I sought Manuela next day, and really believed 
I had reason to suppose it all a vision of my heated 
imagination. 

Repentance for violated custom; trouble and 



86 SPINOZA. 

doubt about the fate of her father were evinced in 
every movement She appeared completely altered; 
instead of bold, striving activity of mind, to-day she 
evinced mere broken will and slavish submission, 
and repulsed me from her. 

I, like a fool, believed that the heavenly exulta- 
tion, that raised us above all considerations of 
every day life, could subsist forever with equal 
force. Angry, that now the celestial must give 
place to the terrestrial for me, I left Manuela, and 
only out of pity, and not to neglect a duty once 
undertaken, I went to Geronimo and told him all. 

His sharp sight soon penetrated the state of affairs. 

"The maiden is either an angel, or a devil," 
said he. "Habitual dissimulation, like habitual 
virtue, is not possible in such an extraordinary de- 
gree. The perfectly passive submission to a higher 
will, which has so deceived you, is merely the first 
article of the Credo of the Great Prophet. But set 
your mind at ease, I think I can manage to set old 
Valor free though he is as little a Christian as you 
and I; — they found very little money belonging to 
him." 
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I wished not to revisit Manuela until her father 
was set at liberty, for that would most convincingly 
set her doubts at rest. That evening I again 
joined the company of my friends. With a loud 
"ola amzgo/" I was greeted by the assembly; 
each one wanted to know the reason of my two 
days' absence; and each one explained it accord- 
ing to his own particular habit of mind and man- 
ners. I was gay and jovial. The next day after 
matins, I again visited my brother. It was aston- 
ishing to me how quickly Don Antonio was set at 
liberty. For Geronimo had hardly laid the affair 
before the Inquisitor, when they set him free. I 
was now permitted to accompany Don Antonio 
home. At the entrance of his dungeon I waited 
till he came out; for no one but the accused might 
enter those dark regions. When the emancipated 
prisoner came forth, it was evident what rack and 
chains had done for him. Don Antonio had 
hardly strength to stand upright; his eyes, at the 
unaccustomed light, streamed with tears until he 
was obliged to close them. I led him forth, and 
related what had happened during .the last few 
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days: his white lips tried to form a smile, for he 
perceived in my representation of events my love 
for Manuela. 

"Does my child know of my liberation?" he 
asked, and forced open his eyes, whose wild look 
went to my heart. I told him I wished to punish 
Manuela for her doubt, and that she should first 
see me again at his side. He did not answer, but 
shook his head muttering some inaudible words, 
I was uncomfortable in his presence. — 

At last we arrived at Antonio's house. No one 
noticed us. With much labour, and stopping for 
breath at every step Don Antonio mounted the 
staircase. We entered the room, and he sank into 
the easy chair, in which he had borne his sorrows 
during so many years. Still no one was aware of our 
presence; I opened the inner door; in this room 
I saw Laura standing beside a bed, on which 
Manuela lay asleep. Don Antonio slid noiselessly 
past me; when the Duenna saw us she cried out 
in a fearfully shrill voice, 

"O Jesu Maria, the master!" Manuela awoke, 
stared blankly at us for a time as if dreaming, and, 
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trying to dispel the illusion, she passed her hand 
across her brow. "Manuela, my child!" cried Don 
Antonio. She rose quickly. "Father!" she cried, 
and fell sobbing on his neck. It was a ra pturous 
moment, when words died away, powerless to ex- 
press what soul would say to soul. 

"Loose me, my child, loose me," said Don An- 
tonio, and this time the tears that coursed down his 
hollow cheeks were of joy, "I am not strong enough 
to bear your caresses; command yourself, Manuela; 
see, there is our friend, our deliverer, Don Alfonso; 
thank him, who was sent by God to deliver us in 
our need." 

Manuela loosed her father, her expressive eyes 
had again the same entreating yet defiant ex- 
pression as when I first saw her; she threw her- 
self on her knees before me, seized my hand, and 

« 

covered it with tears and kisses. 

"Pardon me, dear sir," she entreated; "I did not 
realise your power and greatness; pardon a poor 
inexperienced girl." 

"Rise, Manuela, rise, I command you; that is 
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not what I meant; that is not the way to give 
thanks," said Don Antonio, and Manuela obeyed. 

From that time I visited Manuela daily. Her 
father was very ill. The muscular action that had 
been half destroyed by the rack the physician 
hoped he might be able to restore, but despaired 
of saving his sight. 

Don Antonio had made them swear to conceal 
nothing from him regarding his state; and at this 
news inexpressible wrath filled his soul. "Man," 
he once said, "is the most abject creature on 
earth, what beast of prey would be so cruel, I 
will not say to those of his own species, but to, 
such as it is born to lord it over, as one man is 
to another? The hungry tiger and the tearing wolf 
suck the blood from their prey, but that is mercy 
compared to men who kill by thousandfold deaths. 
They have noble gifts, boldly inventive minds, and 
they invent graves in which their fellow-creatures 
may rot alive. O if I were but — " 

He broke off, and gnash ed hi s Jgeth. Manuela 
understood her father's condition, she did not ven- 
ture to calm him with conversation, but she sum- 



FATHER AND SON. 9 1 

IQned^ all the resources of her wit to lighten his 
melancholy. Tn>1immn"eTaHe^mall attentions which 
she paid him so unassumingly, the wealth of little 
anecdotes and favourite reminiscences of her father's 
that flowed from her lips, the lively songs which 
she sang to her guitar accompaniment with all the 
freshness of youth; all this done in such a manner 
could only be prompted by a richly gifted mind. 

Perhaps I wronged Manuela, but my vanity 
flattered itself that, in causing this joyous out-pour- 
ing of her inner life, my presence had some part, 
as well as filial affection. We loved each other 
ever more and more tenderly and consciously. 
Don Antonio grew better day by day; some slight 
power of sight returned to his eyes by which he 
could see the outlines of objects as if covered 
with a dark veil. "Manuela," I said one day to her, 
when we were alone during Don Antonio's siesta, 
"Manuela, may I at last take some steps towards 
our final union?" 

"Please, please, do not speak to me of any- 
thing so serious; I am too young to think of such 
things," she said. 



92 SPINOZA. 

"But I told you before that my love was not 
given to a child, but to a maiden with reason and 
will of her own." 

"And who is that happy creature?" laughed 
Manuela. "I forgot to ask." 

Then I swore I would no longer be put off with 
a jest, she must confess whether she knew her 
father's intentions or not. 

"No," was the monosyllabic answer. 

"And what have you determined to do, if your 
father, God forbid it, should refuse me?" 

She answered in a decided voice, "Filial duty is 
above all others, but I will — " she could not finish, 
for Don Antonio called from his chamber, "What is 
that noise? What are you quarrelling about?" 

"Don Alfonso will not believe that I was only 
fifteen a month ago." 

"That you were already fifteen, say rather, my 
child, for the older a man is, the worse for him in 
this cursed land." 

"Manuela is wrong," I said to Don Antonio, as he 
came out, "she has misinformed you, she would not 
believe me when I said I should go away to-morrow." 
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"I am heartily sorry for that," said the old 
man, "I should like to have you always near me. 
Men get accustomed to new friends with difficulty 
when they are old, at least to friends of your age; 
but near you, I declare, I wish what I never wished 
before, to be young again, merely in order to be 
wholly your friend." 

"Would you not rather be my father?" I felt 
how the blood rushed to my face; I saw how 
violently Manuela blushed, as I said these words 
with difficulty. 

"Go child," said Don Antonio indifferently, 
"go and fetch me that book from our neighbour, 
which he has had so long." 

Manuela went out. 

"I am much indebted to you," Don Antonio 
then said to me, "but it is not manly to clothe 
service and thanks in soft words; also, according to 
the rules of our religion, men should neither de- 
mand nor offer thanks, since in all our goings and 
comings we are but tools in the hand of God. I 
do not know whether that is why there is so much 
ingratitude in the world — but now, ask what you 
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would have, you shall have it, except my child, my 
Manuela! I cannot do without her, she is as need- 
ful to my life as the air I breathe, and as long as 
I live she shall be no man's wife. Press it no 
further, spare yourself and me the bo otless words." 
I was stunned, and could say nothing; tears stood in 
my eyes, I took my hat, and went out. Don Antonio 
called after me to return, but I did not turn round. 
Manuela met me on the steps; I hardly saw her, 
and hastened away. 

I went to Geronimo, and told him of my inten- 
tion to travel, and the reason of it. 

"It is not Manuela," he said, "whom you fly 
from, it is from yourself; from the inclinations of 
your own heart you are forced to run, but they will 
follow you as your shadow, they will not vanish 
with distance; no, ever lovelier and more fascinating 
will they appear; and in longing and deferred hope 
you will linger on in sickness of mind. The Lord 
defend you doubly and trebly from the other course. 
Trust me, for you know that I too have loved, and 
my dead Isabella will live in my heart until it shall 
cease to beat. Therefore guard carefully your first 
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love, or see to it, that you take with you the cer- 
tainty of your former delusion. Man yourself, and 
go again to Manuela." 

I willingly followed his advice. 

That evening I went to take leave of my joyous 
circle of friends. All congratulated me on my 
lovely bride; one said, I was truly condescending 
still to remember my friends, when I was on the 
point of uniting myself with a descendent of the 
Chalifs of Cordova. 

"The family is as noble as that of Ponce de 
Leon, and he who denies it, I will plant the point 
of my sword in his heart as the stem of a family 
tree," I replied, and was ready to follow my words 
with deeds. 

All sprang up to appease the quarrel. My good- 
humour however was ruffled by this, and I sought 
an opportunity to return home, I shook hands with 
one after the other, but they all cried: "No, we will 
not let you go that way, you shall see how much 
we think of you; we will go to your beloved's house 
with you, and send a musical scale of your feel- 
ings Yor her into that quiet chamber, where she 
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lies, and dreams of you." The guitars and other 
instruments were quickly taken down from the walls 
of the Posada, and their harmony tried by a touch, 
and the throats cleared with another pull at the wine 
of La Mancha mixed with water. I thanked them, 
and protested against their intention, but all to no 
purpose. 

"Will you not go with us?" they all cried to- 
gether, "very well, we will go alone; and to-morrow 
you will hear wonders of the heaven storming love 
messages we have sent up to her." To temper their 
recklessness I went with them through the deserted 
streets with a beating heart, nought else was to be 
heard but the echoing steps and careless laughter of 
our jovial company^ Hardly was our first "Farewell" 
sung, when the windows of the neighbouring houses 
were filled with inquisitive fair ones in light night- 
gear; the house of Manuela alone remained blank 
and silent. 

My friends retired, I remained and sang one 
more song of melancholy farewell, but still no one 
appeared; and I unwillingly returned home. 

I went early next morning to Manuela's house 
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with a doubting heart and trembling limbs. I sur- 
prised her in her light morning-gown; she gave a 
slight exclamation, and without answering my greet- 
ing disappeared through the inner door which she 
closed after her. 

"Good morning, you haughty fugitive knight I 
Has your hot head left its ill-humours in its 
night-cap?" she called through to me laughingly. 
"Now who was right, father?" she continued, "do 
I not know something of human nature? Did I not 
say Don Alfonso would come again? I was certain 
of it. Now, Sir knight, as you have won me a 
victory over my father, I allow you by virtue of my 
authority to bind and to loose, to remain three days 
longer in Seville, if you lay the penance upon your- 
self of making a pilgrimage every day to St. Manuela, 
and kneeling before her praying for an hour; or 
would you prefer some other favour?" 

"Yes," I replied, "this, that you would not waste 
our limited number of minutes on unnecessary orna- 
mentation, but come out as soon as possible." 

She made no reply, but sang the "Farewell" of 
the previous evening in a trembling voice. She 
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had hardly finished the first verse before she came 
out with her arms folded under a grey cloak. 

"You Hotspur!" said she, "you are so niggardly 
with your seconds, you do not leave me time to 
dress myself properly. I am such a child, that for 
fear you should run away as you did yesterday 
evening, I come wrapped in an old mantle of my late 
mother's; but it is such an awkward old-fashioned 
thing, that I cannot hold it on long, so be quick 
that you may go away soon, or leave me now and 
come back again shortly." 

"I shall not cause you inconvenience long, 
Seflora," I replied, irritated at her last words; she 
perceived it and walked backwards and forwards 
with her eyes fixed on the ground. 

"If we must part," she said, "I should prefer to 
do so now; I see by your continued agitation that 
the memories which should illuminate our dark 
future, will be colourless and broken. My father 
knows how much I love you, I have concealed no- 
thing from him; Heaven grant that your love is 
equal to mine! I wish for nothing more. But I also 
know how to obey." Don Antonio sat silently in 
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his arm chair, wrapped in his dressing-gown, his 
hands clasped between his knees, and his shoulders 
bowed. 

• "What purifying fires of adversity has your 
mutual love stood yet?" he murmured in a strange 
voice, without moving in the least from his cower- 
ing position. 

"It was born in adversity," I answered, "but we 
should soon forget that both freely and willingly." 

"What would you have?" he cried, and rose 
trembling from his seat. "Because by chance you 
aided in my deliverance do you seek to rob me 
doubly and trebly of life, since you would rob me 
of my child's love and obedience. I have given you 
all, you proud Spaniards; you have sapped my 
trunk drop by drop, of strength and power, I am 
but a dried stick; but as sure as the blood of the 
old Valors runs in my veins, my child, my life you 
shall not rob me of, as long as this hand has strength 
to bury this dagger in her weak maiden's heart. 
Go! old fool that I am, I was deluded into thinking 
you better than others. Go! you are as covetous 
and mischievous as all the rest." 

♦ j - 
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His voice sounded like a war cry, his foaming 
lips trembled with rage, he sank back powerless 
into his chair. Manuela hastened to him, stretched 
her bare arms towards him, and prayed him to be 
quiet. 

"O God, where shall I turn to?" she cried. I 
saw my mistake, offered Don Antonio my hand, 
and prayed him to forget the words he had just 
spoken as readily as I, too, would forget them, that 
we might part in peace. He pressed my hand con- 
vulsively. 

"You irritated me too much," he said, "Don 
Antonio de Valor was never ungrateful, and never 
permitted such an accusation to be made to his 
face. My child is mine, as much my own as my 
right hand; shall I cut it off, and give it you with 
thanks? I am angry no more, certainly not; be 
patient, it is but a short span of life that I have 
yet to pass, and I shall not make the time longer." 

He sat up, and concentrated all his powers of 
sight to read the effect of his words on our coun- 
tenances; he must have found something satis- 
factory, for he continued in a gentler voice: 
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"I intended so well by you that in the spring 
who knows whether I may not come to Guada- 
laxara, to try, with your learned father's aid, to 
sharpen the sight of my bodily and spiritual eyes." 

"O, that would be glorious!" said Manuela joy- 
fully, "I will take such care of you, that you will 
be quite young again. How far will you come to 
meet us, Don Alfonso?" * 

The conversation now took a gayer tone. 

"I never thought it would all end so well; it is 
lucky my father's old sword is rusted in its sheath 
on the wall, or perhaps our room would have been 
a bloody battle-field," said Manuela, her gaiety 
blooming yet brighter through grief and tears. 

Don Antonio did not speak again; but, amid 

* 

memories of the past and plans for the future, I 
felt, that the moment of separation had arrived, for 
I must tear myself away from such joyous as- 
sociations. I put out my hand to take leave of 
Don Antonio. 

"Depart in peace," he said, "at peace with 
yourself and with us ; remember me to your worthy 
father." 
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"And shall we soon see each other again?" I 
asked; he pressed my hand, and .nodded assen t, 
Manuela stood by motionless; our eyes met, as if 
each would impress the image of the other once 
more on the memory; the grief of, parting agitated 
both alike, and each sought to repress it. 

"Manuela, farewell!" I said, approaching my 
beloved. 

"Farewell," she answered in a firm voice, "I 
am certain that you will never forget me; and, if 
it is fated that we should at one time belong to 
each other, we shall find each other again; if it is 
otherwise decreed, what is the use of complaint 
and opposition? Obedience is our duty. Be happy 
therefore with another, who, however, will not love 
you more than I have done; but all the powers of 
earth and heaven shall not prevent me from loving 
you till death and after. Farewell!" 

I embraced her father again passionately; I 
believe I should have pressed the Grand Inquisitor 
himself to my heart. — I know nothing more of how 
I tore myself away, but at the house -door the 
Duenna stopped me, and strange to say, every word 
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of her address remains in my memory, I seem even 
to hear her voice — 

It often annoys us but it is wisely ordained, 
that near a nightingale there is always a cuckoo, 
or some other everyday bird, or a frog croaks kt 
the marsh. 

*The world is always the same," the old woman 
began, as she kissed the hem of my mantle. "Laura, 
who means better than anyone else in the world, is 
forgotten by everyone. You must not think I have 
run after you to be thanked, for I do not know my- 
self what for. But you are so proud, that you 
hardly say 'Good day' to Laura, and yet I have 
stood a good deal for you; I, at least, deserved that 
your Honour should say 'Good bye' to me. I should 
have been offended if I were not so long used to 
the ingratitude of the world. Holy Mary, Mother 
of God, be with me! poor sinner that I am, I could 
wish in my heart that they would bring me the last 
sacrament, and give me a house of six boards. Our 
dear good Don Alfonso goes away; and we shall 
have Ash Wednesday the whole year round. As 
St. Jago is good to me, you may believe me if I 



i04 spinoza. 

were not so fond of Manuela, I would not stay 
twenty-four hours with the old cripple, who makes 
a face like Judas every day in the year; and that 
good child, what she suffers from him no one knoiTvs. 
O, it would be well enough for you, if only I need not 
suffer from it. If it is all settled among ourselves, 
no one will tell a whisper of it abroad; you see 
what it is not to have old experienced persons who 
have been much about in the world for adrisers. 
In my last situation I brought a pair together, whom 
the old ones were much more against than is our 
old grumbler upstairs; but they were not so proud 
that for mere bill ing and cooi ng they have overlooked 
their best friend under their very noses; it is true 
they rewarded me at last with ingratitude, but that 
is nothing. 'If you give to-day, you are forgotten 
to-morrow/ so says the proverb, and a proverb is a 
true speech. If you had but given me a wink, I 
would have contrived it better. You may be good 
and brave enough, but — don't be offended, your 
Honour, I mean well, as sure as I am a sinner, — 
you are not clever. For six long weeks you have 
sneaked round it like a cat after hot meat; why the 
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very next day, the very next hour you brought the 
old man home, you should have wooed my sweet 
little dove. Put it to yourself, could he have refused 
you? 'Press the lemon dry before it is rotten,' 
says the proverb; but in six weeks, St. James! what 
cannot be forgotten in six weeks! I don't wonder 
he wipes his mouth, and dismisses you with a mere 
Gratias! There is no one prouder than a knight of 
the hills, but I always thought he was half a heathen 
- — I would not stay in the house if it were not for 
the good child, who is as dear to me as if she were 
my own babe. I tell you, I have seen many lovers; 
I, myself, stare as you will, was once young and 
charming, and had good reason to show myself. I 
was very fond of my first husband, very fond in- 
deed; but I never thought to see any one in love as 
Manuela is my whole life long. What does the old 
man care? For him she might wait till her hair 
was gray and her soft flesh wrinkled; his life is 
tough enough, he will not die yet awhile; he will 
give her to no one else; God be merciful to me, I 
believe he would marry her himself, if it were not 
against nature. O, it makes my heart jump in my 



106 SPINOZA. 

breast when I think how pleasant everything might 
have been; it would have been so different, and old 
Laura might then have had the pleasure of rocking 
a rosy young Manuelita or Alfonsito in her arms. 
But it is all talking to the winds now, and I keep you 
here for nothing. Don't take it amiss, your Honour, 
make haste to come back soon, then let Laura 
act, and you will see how well things will turn out." 

I listened to the old woman, half unwillingly, 
as if compelled; now I offered her some doubloons 
as a farewell; she said she would not take them; 
she did not know what they were for; she had not 
earned them; after some protest she took them, 
and with a roguish expression of gratitude, said: 

"You should have seen sooner the truth of the 
proverb: 'Presents move rocks/ have you no more 
commissions for Manuela?" 

I knew of none; she kissed my hand, and went 
away grumbling, and muttering at the heathenish 
bald-head. After an hour passed in visiting Ge- 
ronimo, I had left Seville. I saw clearly, that here 
was a turning point in my career that would in- 
fluence my whole life. 
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But ' what are the intentions and decisions of 
men? a puff of wind, a shadow disturbs them and 
they are no more. 

More than a year passed away; I had written 
twice to Manuela and her father, but received no 
answer. Her lovely image receded more and more 
into the background of my soul; the exclusiveness and 
self-sufficiency in which I had wrapped myself, dis- 
appeared by degrees. The retreat of our uncle in 
Madrid and his family from our secret society, his 
bitter repentance, and the penance he did for the 
former half-heartedness of his faith, filled us all with 
grief and anxiety. The powerful Espinosas now, in 
Spain, are the descendants of this uncle. But not by a 
single betrayal of his co-relegionists did he seek to 
lighten the hard penance laid upon him. We 
heard, however, from Geronimo, that through a 
new edict of the Inquisition, which we had believed 
would affect the Moorish Christians alone, the 
Jewish Christians also would be exiled to Africa. 

Amid anxiety for my self and those belonging 
to me, the memory of Manuela revived with all the 
fascinations of her angelic being. I saw the finger 
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of God in it, when Rodrigo Casseres, who was 
travelling to Seville, offered to take charge of my 
commissions there. 

I represented in my letter to Manuela all the 
horrors that awaited us, and besought her, to come 
to us immediately with her father, that we might 
bear the future together. Almost without hope of 
any result, and merely to fulfil love's last duty, I 
sent off the letter. 

My breast filled with a thousand cares and 
anxieties, and blaming our ancestors, who had laid 
on us a daily, ever-recurring, inglorious martyr- 
dom, and double-faced religion, as an inheritance, 
I sauntered one day along the country road. There 
I saw a carriage advancing at a slow rate; I ap- 
proached. A look, a cry, and Manuela was in my 
arms. As if by magical attraction had she lightly 
sprung over the side of the carriage. I quickly 
got into the conveyance with her, and drew the cur- 
tains, then drove towards the gate. Don Antonio sat 
by Manuela, wrapped in a large woollen rug; he too 
congratulated himself on the lucky accident that had 
allowed us to meet so soon. 
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"If I had gone much longer over hill and dale," 
he said, "Manuela would have brought me to you 
as a corpse; the journey rattled all my limbs to- 
gether so, that I thought I was on the rack again. 
You have succeeded to your heart's content, have 
you not Manuela, now you have persuaded the old 
fool to this long journey? Yes, yes, my life is worth 
nothing now, the sooner I die the better, is it not? 
never mind, I shall not last long." 

With a mocking laugh he scowled at us both, 
and pushed Manuela's arm away. 

If his former refusal had seemed diabolical 
avarice to me before, the way he now poisoned his 
own child's happiness made it difficult for me to 
conquer my disgust; but he was nevertheless Ma- 
nuela's father. Manuela understood how to dispel 
my annoyance by innumerable little questions and 
reminiscences. She easily succeeded, for what an 
infinitude we had to say to each other; but how 
strange it is, that, while a hundred important ques- 
tions crowd into the mind, it is so often the least 
important that first forms itself into words. 

"How is old Laura?" I enquired. 
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"She is dead, the false viper! hear what hap- 
pened to her. Hardly seven months since my 
father lay very ill (he has hardly enjoyed a month's 
health during your absence), Laura fell ill also; she 
was taken to the hospital of San Lorenzo, which 
she made heir to all her possessions. Her illness 
increased; she was incurable. After she had received 
the final sacrament, she expressed as a last wish 
that they should bring me to her; she could not die 
in peace till she had spoken to me once more alone. 
My father too advised me to go to he% and with aU 
most insuperable disinclination, I allowed myself to 
be conducted to the Hospital. I should hardly have 
recognised Laura, so emaciated she had become in 
a few weeks; she, however, knew me at once, and 
wept as she stretched out her bony hands to me. 
Her habitual talkativeness had not yet deserted her, 
and in a low voice, broken l>y groaning and moaning, 
she avowed to me, that it was she, who in confession 
to the priest, had told that my father never went to 
Church, and worshipped heathen gods in secret. 

"The confessor, for this godly act, had a bsolved 
her from all her sins; but now it seemed to her, as 
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if she could not die, before I too had forgiven 
her for the many troubles that had ensued to me 
in consequence; I must remember, that she had 
pledged her own soul, that I was a good Chris- 
tian child, and thus I had been safe; I must 
remember, she said — and the old wretch winked 
with her half closed eyes — that it was only so 
that I had come to know that dear good Don 
Alfonso, and she promised me soon to pray in 
heaven for our union. I thanked her for her good 
intentions, but could not embitter her dying hour, 
and forgave her, I must confess, with a not wholly 
willing heart." 

I then told Manuela of my last conversation 
with Laura; and amid such talk we reached my 
father's house. The arrivals were very welcome to 
my father. Old Valor was carried up the steps, 
and their limited baggage soon stowed in its place. 
My sister, who was some years older than Manuela, 
was soon her dearest friend, so that she felt com- 
pletely at home with us. 

We quietly prepared for our departure, but the 
infirm state of Don Antonio, in which he would not 
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hear of a journey, made us all anxious; my father 
who was reputed to be the most experienced phy- 
sician in New-Castile, feared that he would linger 
long. We were astonished one morning, therefore, 
to find him dead in bed, with a frightfully swollen 
countenance. For this once, when Manuela first 
saw the horrible state of her father's face, her 
bodily powers sank unconscious under the burden 
of her woe; otherwise she had endured with forti- 
tude all the vicissitudes of life. 

My father thought, that he had not the apr 
pearance of a natural death, and in fact, when the 
body was laid out, the amulet that Don Antonio 
had worn on his breast since his last imprisonment, 
was found open and empty, and nowhere was to 
be discovered the remains of any poison. — Manuela 
never heard anything of this circumstance. 

As old Valor was now dead, my father thought 
our de^artur esho uld be deferr ed ngu longer. The 
departed had left no intimation of his last will : what 
was more natural than that Manuela should travel 
with us. My father charged me to remind her 
to take into speedy consideration her somewhat 
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unsettled affairs. I went to her, and found her 
alone, weeping, and pensive. 

"We all honour you for these signs of filial 
affection ," I said, "but why give yourself up any 
longer to such melancholy thoughts? My father 
will be your father, and I — you know what I would 
be to you." 

"No, never!" she answered. "Have pity on me 
poor orphan that I am, and let me go to my uncle 
in Valencia. He will not visit my father's enmity 
on me; he will not repel his sister's child. How 
willingly would I remain with you! but I see too 
late that an iron wall separates us for ever." 

"Do you know already?" I asked impatiently. 
"Did my sister confide it to you? Believe me, long 
ago, my heart felt guilty of cowardly perjury not to 
have confessed everything to you; you would never 
have betrayed me. Yes, I am a Jew; and will 
stand by my oppressed brethren in the faith, as long 
as a breath of life remains in me; and if you can 
desert me, well and good, you never loved me. Go 
to your uncle, no one will prevent you." 

Manuela stared at me with despairing eyes. 

Spinoza. I, *» 



i 14 SPINOZA. 

"You are cruel, Senor," she said, "I should 
never have thought you could be so. Who has 
given you the right to treat me with such scorn, 
and yet that I must love you! Think you that I 
am faint-hearted, and ashamed of my faith? Say 
outright — I know you adhere to Islam, as your 
dead father did — and I will embrace your knees 
and beg forgiveness, but do not mock me. What 
have I done to you?" 

A torrent of tears choked her voice, she turned 
from me sobbing. "O father, father!" she cried, 
"they treat your child so, why did you not take me 
with you into your grave?" 

I called down all the curses of heaven on my 
head, if I had not told the truth. She looked at 
me kindly again, and the tears in her eyes wit- 
nessed her extreme sorrow for the injustice she 
had done me, and for the awful abyss that opened 
before our eyes. 

"So near, and yet so infinitely far!" she said, 
giving me her hand in reconciliation. I besought 
her by all her former depth of love. 

"God is a God of Love. Wherever he is wor- 
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shipped, in Church, Mosque, or Synagogue; were it 
not the Will of God should we have found and 
refound each other?" In fiery words I placed be- 
fore her the differences of. creed as they appeared 
to lovers; I troubled myself but little about what 
was written in books, or taught by priests. God 
forgive me, I should not like to answer for it all 
now. Manuela but half listened to me, and cried 
in a heart-rending voice: 

"Lord God, destroy me not because I still doubt 
What law have I broken that you should lay on me 
so intolerable a* burden. Can I cast out the faith 
of my childhood from my mind, and yet live. Why 
should I, even I, a weak girl, be fated to be Moslem 
at heart, and Christian in appearance, at last to 
give the lie to both. Is there not one more Temple 
through which I may be hunted, and my poor heart 
torn asunder? My father was wrong to throw an 
old gipsy woman down the steps as he did three 
years ago so that I thought she would never get up 
again; he did it because she prophesied that I 
should not die in my present faith, and that I was 

born for great things; I wish I knew what the great 

8* 
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things were to be. If the old witch should return, 
how surprised she would be at her own wisdom!" 
A shriek of horror interrupted Manuela's words. 

"It is black art, that plays such tricks!" she 
cried and shrank close to me in fear. I glanced 
at the door, there stood an old gipsy woman lean- 
ing on a staff and asking me for alms with a shrewd 
laugh. I soothed Manuela, who trembled all over; 
she recovered herself, however, and approaching 
the gipsy bravely, asked: 

"Do you know me?" 

"Why not then?" answered the old woman, and 
raised her grinning face to hers. "Look, I have a 
good memorial of you, that scar over my left eye. 
I got it at your house in Seville; what do you say 
now to my prophecies, are they not fulfilled?" 

"I do not know," answered Manuela. 

"You don't know? ay, ay, but I know." 

"Thank you very much for your wisdom," an- 
swered Manuela, handing her a present 

"Just a minute yet, give me that little, velvet 
hand; I know many another thing." 

Manuela only half opposed her. The old woman 
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chuckled so much when she had looked at the 
lines on the hand for a time, that her stick fell 
from her grasp. 

"That is beyond everything," she cried, "look 
here, such a finely marked life-line I have only had 
to look at once before: a handsome knight will 
come and carry you over the sea; you may rely on 
it; it is as certainly true, as true, as that I would I 
were as young and fair as you. Do you see that 
little line that goes across there? That means 
much sorrow and heart-ache; but wait a minute, 
you must listen to this; that is a fine boy that you 
will bear; you need not turn so red; there is a bold, 
widely- famed knight, whom no one can stand 
against in the lists, he gives his strokes with such 
a sure quiet aim, that all his adversaries are 
stretched on the sand; that circle outwards, that is 
a crown he refuses." 

Such, and much more such, were the fool's jests 
that th e garrulous old woman told us; I still wonder 
at myself for having retained such nonsense in my 
memory. Manuela seemed, however much she tried 
to hide it, to believe more than I; I never cared 
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much for such things, and we have the clearest 
evidence now as to what they are worth. She would 
have prophesied for me also, but I had other things 
to do and think of. I gave her money, and told 
her to go on her way. 

By this strange incident Manuela's extreme agi- 
tation, which had made me tremble, was happily 
diverted; I now quietly represented the case to her, 
and she, too, was quiet; I was obliged to promise 
not to disturb her with another word until the next 
morning. 

"I will think over it all faithfully and con- 
scientiously," she said, "no one may, no one can 
advise me here." 

When I awoke next morning, my first thought 
was, to-day the course of my whole future life will 
be decided. It is not possible in such emergencies 
to remain master of our thoughts, anxiety and im- 
patience disturb us too much. I hastened out on 
to the Alameda, spurred my horse, as if I could 
quicken the time like his paces, and make the 
seconds run on, that I might at last go to Ma- 
nuela. 
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"God alone knows how I have struggled," she 
said as she came to me, "you have won; but I 
entreat you, let us go away from here. I can 
bear this place no longer." I told my father every- 
thing. 
/ "You have not done well, my son," said he, "to 

/ put such unequal weights in the scale, what you 

tell me is no news to me; but the maiden should 
i\ not have been won to our faith and family with a 

broken spirit. I will explain to her all the hard 
duties which our faith enjoins, all the sorrows it is 
still condemned to bear; if, then, she still holds 
to her decision, may God grant his blessing, and 
make her the mother of a pious progeny!" 

Manuela stood firm. 

There was now nothing to prevent our depar- 
ture. When we had with much difficulty put our 
possessions into a portable form, Immanuel started 
with our sister and Manuela, for we were obliged 
to do our utmost to avoid attracting notice. The 
night after I followed with my father. I could 
hardly restrain my tears, as we slipped through the 
familiar streets like thieves, surrounded by fear 
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and darkness. Oh! we loved our step-fatherland 
with all our hearts; I feel it now. My father did 
not utter a syllable. When the red dawn first rose 
he commanded me there to take the sun to my 
witness, and swear by God Almighty, that I would 
not take Manuela to me as my own, till she was 
accepted into our faith, and bound to me in the 
bonds of marriage. 

We overtook the others, and arrived after many 
difficulties at Oporto. There we dwelt with the 
father of Uriel da Costa till the day of our de- 
parture. We met Mendez Henrico from Madrid 
here; he left an honourable post at court, and a 
passionately beloved bride, to confess his faith with 
his brethren in a distant land. He was a taciturn 
fellow traveller. A fearful curse, such as no tongue 
of man ever spoke before, he called down on un- 
happy Spain as we raised the anchor; his eyes 
rolled like a madman's, he gnashed his teeth, 
and stamped his foot, till I was afraid of his wrath, 
and strove to soothe him. Without replying, or 
even looking round, he went to the other end of 
the ship, leant against a coil of ropes in a lonely 
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corner, and cowered down. I had enough to do 
for my own people, and left Henrico to his own 
devices. 

Our journey was fair in the beginning; the 
change of scene re-awakened Manuela's gaiety. 
But my father fell ill the first evening. He tried, 
as heretofore, to avert the evil by strong medicines, 
but it was no good, he grew worse from hour to 
hour. 

"It is strange," he said to me once, as I sat be- 
side his bed, "here I lie, old child that I am, in a 
great cradle, that will rock the life out of me. Do 
not throw my body out on to the cold flood. As 
Joseph once his brethren, so I conjure you, my 
children, take my bones and bury them in the 
land whereto the Lord will lead you; I feel that 
my eyes will never see it more." 

I tried to divert him from such thoughts, but 
he said: "I know my hours are numbered, I have 
experienced much joy and much sorrow in this 
world; glory and thanks be to the Lord our God 
for both! Come, call my children, Manuela too, 
she also is my child, you will be happy with her.—* 
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Do not weep," he said to them as they entered. "I 
sink into the grave in peace, for I know that you 
will go on unmolested, and may live at peace 
with your God; but should an oppressor's hand 
repulse you, despair not, for the law of our God, the 
Infinite and only One, will one day be gloriously 
recognised by all nations." 

My father talked much longer about the regula- 
tion of our future life; his approaching death 
seemed to have lent him insight into unknown con- 
tingencies. He blessed us each singly, and de- 
parted after a few hours with prayerful lips. Since 
then I have seen the spirits of many depart from 
the body, but I have never since seen so celestially 
peaceful a countenance. Our tears flowed plen- 
teously, but Manuela wept most violently, she was 
an orphan a second time. When a return of life 
to the body was hopeless, we emptied a large chest 
quietly, and wrapped the corpse in the winding 
sheet my mother had prepared. A bag of earth 
from the promised land, for which my father had 
given much gold, lay beside the shroud. We 
placed this holy earth under his head, and laid 
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the coffin in the lowest cabin, where my brother 
watched it 

It was a foggy morning when we proceeded 
onward. Towards midday a violent stoim arose 
with all the horrors of which I had hitherto only 
heard the narration in the numerous stories of my 
father's travels: I thanked God that He had spared 
him this fresh affliction, and sought by these 
thoughts to soothe the trembling maidens. 

The captain came to us, and ordered us in few 
words, to bring him the chest immediately wherein 
the corpse lay, that he might not be obliged to 
overturn everything, and lose much time thereby; 
it was a well known rule that the sea would not 
become smooth, until the corpse that a ship might 
hold was given up as an offering. I tried to pacify 
him, but was foolish enough to strive to show him 
the absurdity of his superstition. He had nearly 
stabbed me for my advice, if Manuela had not 
held his arm. I would have left my father's last 
wishes only unfulfilled by my death, and prepared 
for opposition; the girls wailed, and wept; the 
whole ship's company came, and I was obliged to 
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comply. When we had loaded the coffin with 
ballast, that it might sink, I came with it into 
the raging elements, and with a bleeding heart 
saw how the high swelling waves closed over 
the offered prey. For a long time my rest was 
sunk with it. — The whole ship was in frightful 
commotion, one man alone stood unmoved amid 
the uproar, it was Mendez Henrico. A cocked pistol 
in one hand, and holding on with all his strength 
to a rope with the other, he stood on the deck. 

"What do you want? are you mad?" I cried to 
him; he smiled pityingly. — 

"Do you see the sea there?" he said, "do you 
see? it is a great font; we shall all be baptised 
there according to the rites of the Greek Church; 
but they shall not compel me to it while I live; 
they, whom the elements deceive so slavishly. 
If that breaks (here he pointed to the mast,) this 
ball shall burn in my heart, I will not" — At that 
moment the mast crashed down, a shot resounded, 
and Henrico fell head first overboard; I felt 
crushed by all that was around me, we were play- 
things in the hands of the storm. 



FATHER AND SON. 125 

My son, whoever would learn what is the good 
of his own life and of what he knows of the world, 
and what is worthless in it he will learn it best if 
he be placed with all he is and has on the boundless 
ocean. During that storm and the ensuing calm I 
saw deeper into the meaning of things than ever 
before. It was to me like the forty years wander- 
ing in the wilderness of our forefathers; the old 
generation shall not enter into the promised land, 
it died out in me, and a new man saw the abode 
pf freedom before him. 

We landed at last in Antwerp, and it was in 
a season of mourning that I first learnt to love our 
new home. 

For thirty days, as the law ordains, I mourned 
for my father; but for a much longer period I de- 
plored my inability to carry out his last wishes. 
Manuela was meanwhile accepted as a member of 
the Jewish congregation, and at her side I found 
that peace and happiness for which I eternally 
thank God. We had both many hard struggles in 
life. We had both imagined* the exercise of 
Judaism in a free community to be a very different 
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thing; we did not know how strong the ties of 
habit were in us, and I especially could not re- 
concile myself to the mere freedom to live a life 
hemmed in by a thousand religious observances. 
God Almighty will forgive my sins, I have learned 
to know that His Holy Will is over all, and that 
the observance of the Law alone leads to him. We 
have devoted all we have to the end that our 
children might grow up in the peace of true faith. 
Be thankful for it. You above all, my son. 

Such is the story of my life, and of my love, 
written for my only son Baruch alone. 
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CHAPTER VI. 
TALMUD AND LATIN. 

Baruch's hand trembled as he laid the pages 
aside, and his Lbrow jsas, Jaotjas he-ieant it. on- his 
hand. 

What confusion there is in the life of humanity 
thus divided into races and sects, each one of which 
hates and persecutes the other, and thinks itself 
alone wise and righteous: thus the Temples become 
encampments where the watchword given out is 
salvation to the initiated, damnation to all the 
rest. 

A voice stronger and more piercing than that of 
the Synagogue now called upon Baruch to pronounce 
the blessing on the revealed unwritten Law, whose 
two pillars are freedom from all shackles of race or 
creed, and love to all mankind. Had not Maimonides 
already taught that, "the pious of all religions shall 
inherit eternal felicity ?" Baruch was no longer a son 
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of Israel only, he was the child of humanity. It was 
not his descent alone that gave him this impulse 
thus to classify himself, though possibly it was the 
first motive. — The Spirit of Life, the Spirit of God 
seized upon him, carried him over all boundaries, 
and held him firm and free in blissful uncer- 
tainty. 

At first when his father called him on the mor- 
row he remembered with difficulty who and where 
he was. He returned the manuscript to his father 
and kissed his hand, he held his son's hand fast in 
his, and walked with him to the Synagogue. 

Baruch answered the congratulations of those 
who waited at the door of the place of worship to 
honour him on his attainment of the Rabbinical 
dignity but absently and inappropriately. The 
people thought him conceited. 

This supposition had some truth in it when 
after early service on the Sunday morning he went, 
with his richly clasped folio under his arm, along 
the road to the school called the "Crown of 
Law." 

With what joyous haste he had formerly trodden 
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that path, and now lie stared confusedly about him, 
almost stumbling at every step. A feeling of 
mingled sadness and pride filled his heart, must he 
still follow this road as before, still study the same 
books, and what new thing could he find in them? 
He had attained the rank of Rabbi, the highest 
attainable in this career, and he must go on study- 
ing the same subjects by which men merely sharp- 
ened their cleverness into conceit. He was familiar 
with all that could be learnt there, what was the 
use of eternal repetition? But more painful still 
was the thought that he had become a stranger to 
it, for the experience of the previous day had lifted 
him above all that was customary to him. Was it 
not a sin to go on just the same, as if nothing had 
happened? The Jewish community and its doc- 
trines no longer formed the heart of the world, all • 
the rest being but its shell. Houses were built 
there, ships launched, streets laid out, indifferent to 
this narrow circle; bells tolled and called to the wor- 
ship of other sanctuaries. Where is* centred the life 
of the world? The boy, ripened into a courageous 
youth, would willingly have penetrated to those 

Spinoza, I, 9 
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eternal halls, — and it was but the door of the 
School of Law that opened to him now. He could 
not understand that this world had not suddenly 
changed to another, because it seemed to have 
changed to him. Why was it impossible, when 
thus awakened to conscious existence, to begin life 
anew? 

The world goes on in its accustomed grooves. 

The wounds of early youth heal quickly, doubts 
are. soon extinguished, whether in forgetfulness or 
in habitual repression, by the will. 

When Baruch had entered the school, he was„ 
as is the habit of youth, quickly engaged with the 
immediate interest of the moment; all others had 
vanished. Rabbi Saul Morteira pointed to the place 
on his left, that on his right hand Chisdai held 
by right of seniority. The other students sat at the 
long table in order of age or attainments "at the 
feet of the Rabbi." The master commanded Baruch, 
to read out the Friday's unfinished extract. It was 
the place in the Talmud Tractate, Kiduschin, Folio 22. 
Baruch read: — 

"It is written Deuteronomy xxi. 10: When thou 
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goest forth to war with thine enemies, and the Lord - 
thy God hath delivered them into thine hands, that 
thou hast taken them captive, and seest among the 
captives a beautiful woman, and hast a desire unto 
her, that thou wouldest have her to thy wife: . . . 
This indulgence is granted because the Israelites 
had not abstained therefrom; and it is better that 
they should do that which is permitted, than that 
they should do that which is forbidden." 

Baruch had hardly read for a few minutes, 
when a violent dispute arose between him and 
Chisdai. The great schoolman, Rabbi Samuel Edels, 
had added a problem to this proposition, and ended 
with the words, "a solution is to be found for this." 

Chisdai thought he had discovered it, but one 
of the youngest scholars at the lower end of the 
table made him in a few words the jjutt of uni- 
versal ridicule^ Chisdai sprang up, and would have 
stormed the saucy yo uth into silence; but Baruch 
stood up, and ranged himself on the side of the 
boy. Chisdai turned to the adversary whom he 
deemed his equal; he drewjiimselt-up. and stretched 

out his bedaubed fingers, till they stood out like 

9* 
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a pallisade of notes of exclamation: he laughed com- 
passionately, and with ironic astonishment .shook 
his learned head over the weak grounds taken against 
him; but Baruch pressed him more and more hotly, 
till at last Chisdai, shaking himself free, rushed at 
his opponent; he seized him by his cloak and 
would not allow him to say another word; Chisdai 
struck the table, turned himself from side to side 
first to one, and then another, it was all no good. 
Baruch had placed him in a dilemma by his tran- 
quillity from which he could not free himself. 
Chisdai sat down, and bit his nails. Baruch quite 
simply explained the problem. 

"It seems strange to me," he then said, "that 
a thing should be permitted, because it was done; 
that could be done in many another case as well." 

"The punishment of him who marries a gentile 
follows immediately — ," said Chisdai with a de- 
lighted face that no one understood' but Baruch and 
himself, "for as the Talmud says: directly after these 
verses follow those of the rebellious son, because of 
such a marriage only the godless could be the 
fruit." 
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Baruch did not answer him, "Then is this the 
conclusion," he enquired of the Rabbi, "that a mar- 
riage with a gentile is no sin?" 

"You see that it is so," replied the Rabbi, "but 
only in time of war." 

"Can God make one law for war, and another 
for peace?" 

"Why not? There are many laws, that refer 
only to Palestine. Stand by the word, here it speaks 
only of war, not of peace." 

"Excuse me," persisted Baruch, "I must ask 
something else. Just after this verse it stands 
written: If a man have two wives, he loves one but 
not the other; the permission to wed many wives is 
granted for war and peace, for Palestine and other 
lands, why is it no longer so?" 

"You know well enough that Rabbi Gerschon, 
'the Light of the Exile,' laid those of all time under 
the ban who should wed more than one wife." 

"But how dare he do so, since it is nowhere 
forbidden in the Holy Scriptures; and according to 
the Talmud, King Solomon was merely forbidden 
to wed more than eighteen wives?" 
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"I believe you think," replied the Rabbi, "that 
the Sanhedrim of Mainz did not know that as well as 
you. I cannot now explain everything, you are not 
alone here; if you ask sophistical questions, I cannot 
keep the others waiting till I answer them. Chisdai, 
read on." 

Chisdai did as commanded. The whole read- 
ing was in a tone commonly believed to be tra- 
ditional; half melancholy chanting, half recitation 
as of a litany, as little according to the rules of de- 
clamation or music as a Grammar would be accord- 
ing to rule, if extracted from the Babel of dialects 
in the Talmud. Each student sought to combine 
new problems from the many sophistical questions 
in the text and their numerous commentaries, again 
to be drawn out in striking syllogisms, etc In spite 
of the licence of intellectual activity shown on all 
sides, a certain defined order was unmistakeable. 
The Rabbi listened carefully to all the questions, 
and then according as he considered the solution 
easy or difficult, he called upon this one or that 
to answer it 

Chisdai, who sat next to the Rabbi's chair, 
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nodded kindly to the younger ones, whose first 
efforts in dialectic made them timid, with con- 
descending encouragement He smiled like a 
general, who in the anticipation of speedy advance- 
ment, claps his subordinate good-naturedly on the 
shoulder, when he has successfully led in some small 
skirmish. When a pause intervened, he brought 
two plainly opposed views of the great Maimonides 
into the field of battle, while against the views here 
laid down he brought up one of contrary significa- 
tion from the tractate of Chetuboth, with much 
circumlocution and cunning. All were silent. 

"Now Baruch, what do you say to that?" asked 
the Rabbi. Baruch aroused himself jis_JfJrom-_a_ 
4team, for he had been employed on a very dif- 
ferent train of thought. 

"Now Baruch, what do you say to what Chisdai 
advances?" repeated the Rabbi. 

"He is perfectly correct," was the quick answer. 

A peal of laughter, begun by Chisdai, echoed 
from one end of the table to the other. 

"Where are your thoughts again?" asked the 
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Rabbi softly. "Not on his words alone, but on his 
thoughts a man must place a curb. Now who can 
answer Chisdai's question?" 

No one replied. Then Chisdai triumphantly 
brought forward a finely woven chain of arguments 
and authorities, with which he brilliantly solved 
the apparently insoluble problem. Baruch tried 
forcibly to master his wandering thoughts, with 
painful diligence he repeated the words of the text 
before him, it was all of no use; his mind uncon- 
sciously glided over the words to other subjects. 
He soon gave up the application afforded him by 
the whole discussion to his mother's history; the 
doubts which had arisen in him as to the eternal 
validity and immutability of the Law, he thought 
he had repressed by persuading himself, that his 
teacher was not sufficiently learned to answer such 
questions, or held him as yet unworthy to partake 
of the tree of knowledge. Much that had been 
nearly erased from his memory, arose within him 
again fresher than ever, and he was glad when he 
heard his fellow pupils close their great folios, and 
the Rabbi rise with a heavy sigh. 



* 
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At home he sat down to table in silence with a 
feeling of general discontent. His father left him 
undisturbed, but Miriam looked at him enquiringly. 
They talked of the approaching departure of Rodrigo 
Casseres, and the anticipated company of his family. 

"What is the matter with you to-day, Baruch?" 
asked his father, when the meal was over. "You 
used always to recollect the saying of 'the fathers': 
— 'When three sit together at table and speak no 
godly word, it is as though they partook of a funeral 
feast.' Must I remind you to read a passage from 
the Mishna before grace?" 

Baruch rose, fetched the handsome quarto, and 
repeated the paragraphs before him. To-day, for 
the first time, he found it tiresome, that he could 
not put a bit between his teeth without some con- 
sideration of the old laws. 

"I have already thought about your wishes to- 
day," said his father, "I have found you a Latin 
master; but go on reading, I will tell you after- 
wards." 

Baruch read the appointed number of verses 
more quickly than usual; but not to betray to his 
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father by ending too soon how much interested he 
was in the deferred information, he read two more 
paragraphs; his thoughts, however, did not follow 
the lines his eyes and mouth read. He ascribed 
this fault to his father's words, for he would not 
confess to himself, or was not fully conscious, what 
an immeasurable change had come over him. He 
closed the book, and looked expectantly at his 
father, who commanded him to repeat the long 
Hebrew grace. Lucky force of habit! If Baruch 
had not repeated this prayer several times daily 
since his earliest childhood, he would now have 
mad* many stumbles therein; for while thanking 
God for bodily nourishment, and praying for the 
rebuilding of Jerusalem, his mind passed to the 
Gods of Rome and Athens; and rejoiced in the 
intellectual nourishment which Aristotle and the 
Roman historians would offer him. 

After the "Amen" his father rose, and lighted 
a cigar, saying: 

"When I have smoked this, Baruch, we will go 
together to Salomon de Silva. I bit the sour apple 
unwillingly at first, but it was so easily arranged, 
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that I have quite given up all opposition. I accom- 
panied Rodrigo Casseres to the Amstel to-day, 
where he took the boat for Leyden; and as I was 
returning, our friend the Doctor met me; I doubt 
the people make much too much of your dignity of 
Rabbi; do not let them make you conceited with 
such talk." 

"Certainly not," answered Baruch, without look- 
ing up. How changed his father was to-day! Where 
was his Sabbath elation g one to? 

"One must always go on advancing, that is the 
principal thing," continued his father. "While I was 
speaking to the Doctor, I recollected my promise; 
and Silva said, he could recommend such a Latin 
master to me, that half Europe could not show his 
equal." 

Baruch and his father went together to the 
physician. 

"I have been expecting you for a long time," 
he said, "and Magister Nigritius expected me to 
come to him this morning." 

The praise that Baruch now received per- 
sonally from the physician, was doubly painful to 
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him> he felt so unworthy of it since his inner ex- 
periences and the day's events in the school. 

What if it were a fore-ordained necessity that 
he should become an apostate? Baruch trembled 
now at the fulfilment of his ardently desired wish. 

-If apostacy were a necessity, who could op- 
pose it? 

"I have felt a disinclination," said his father; 
as the three proceeded together to the house, "to 
my son's learning Latin, and still more to letting 
him learn it from a Christian. I once heard the 
saying in the Talmud: 'Cursed is he who allpws 
his son to study the learning of the Greeks/ No- 
thing else turned Acosta's head; if in all his days 
he had never seen Latin or Greek, I could swear 
he might now be living among us in peace of mind, 
honour, and happiness." 

"With all respect for your words, my dear Ben- 
jamin," said the Doctor, "you are a skilful mer- 
chant, and know how and when to effect a sale of 
the rose-wood and cinnamon the East-India Com- 
pany bring you, but in this case you must let others 
teach you. I cannot believe that you too are one 
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of those who forget their own youth, and would 
bring the darkness of the Poles down on us. For 
the respect and honour which we enjoy (here the 
Doctor's looks partook of pride), we have only to 
thank' the fact, that in secular learning we can 
speak a word as well a$ the others. It is another 
thing whether to learn it from a Christian or not. 
But your Baruch is so familar with the Bible and 
the Talmud, that against any evidence they might 
adduce from the Bible for the Messiahship of Jesus, 
he could easily find counter-evidence : and it is gener- 
ally the pious Christians, who would leave every- 
one to his own faith: the freethinkers among the 
Christians are much more to be feared, they could 
ruin our youths, for he who would deny the founda- 
tions of all religion, he is the true betrayer. True 
learning, however, leads back again to faith." 

The learned Doctor enlarged yet more on his 
theme; for he not only wanted to show off his 
knowledge of theological and philosophical learning, 
rare indeed in a physician, but wished to have his 
rude beginning forgotten. He had not finished, 
when he entered the house of Magister Nigritius, 
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and as he somewhat noisily mounted the five steps, 
he gave his companions regulations how to behave 
to the man whom they visited. They at last reached 
a landing, whose floor showed many cracks. The 
Doctor opened the door: a little man with a greenish - 
yellow complexion, and a neutral tinted, ink-spotted 
dressinggown, sprang up to meet him, stumbling 
over some folios that lay on the floor. 

"Heureka carissitne amice!"* cried the Magister. 
"Mar si, not Mauri is the reading. Look, Horace 
wishes to derive the descent of Augustus from the 
God of War, and says: 

'Quern juvat clamor, galeaque leves, 
Acer et Mauri peditis cruendum 
Vultus in hostem. ' ** 

But the Moors are neither warlike nor brave. Here 
is a passage in Hirtius on the African war, where 
less than thirty Gauls drove two thousand Moorish 
cavalry from their position; and the Moors had no 
infantry. Also the Moors were their enemies then, 

* Found, my worthy friend ! 

•* The din of battle and the glittering helms delight, and 
the Moorish foot-soldiers furious look at the bleeding enemy. 
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and the conquered foe over whom Mars rejoices, was 
a Roman — how stupid and unpatriotic! So I read 
it Marsi, and the Marsian infantry were the boldest 
among the Italians, of which there are many proofs 
in Strabo, Appian, and Vergil, and two passages in 
Horace show the same. You see, with this con- 
jecture alone I can so fill the mouth of that boaster, 
Kaspar Barlaus, that he will have had enough for 
his life. Ah, my dear Doctor, how lucky I am to 
have a man to whom I can tell all this, and who 
knows how to value such a discovery. Ever since 
this morning I have been waiting impatiently for 
you. I cannot understand now, how they could 
have thought for so long that the most refined of 
^ Romans would have praised the stupid Moors. Sit 
down, my dear Doctor." 

The Magister placed some open books that lay 
on a chair carefully on the floor. He now first 
paid his respects to the two strangers, whom he 
had not hitherto appeared to notice. Baruch stared 
before him absently during the long commentary of 
the Magister; he pressed his lips thoughtfully to- 
gether, it seemed to him as if to-day all the world 
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conspired to remind him at every step of the 
Moorish origin of his mother. 

"What do they want with me?" enquired the 
Magister irritably. The physician appeased him, 
and said, they had a request to make. "Sit down 
here," the Magister said to the father, and 
straightened his armchair, covered with brown 
leather. 

"You, young man, sit by me on the bed." 

"Have you nearly finished the medicine? and 
how is your cough?" enquired the physician. 

"Optime. Last night I coughed a long time in 
bed, and when I had extinguished the lamp, the 
letters still swam before my eyes; then it first 
struck me that the reading was Marsi) I cried out / 
for joy; for fear I might lose the glorious discovery 
in my sleep, I sprang out of bed; but if I had 
searched myself dead I should never have found 
the tinder-box; look, there it is; so I wrote it on 
the floor in the moonlight there with chalk; I then 
went quietly to sleep, and woke early this morning 
in a perspiration, so the cough seems to have gone 
away." 
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"You must give up your former way of life," 
said the Doctor, "and in the coming Spring leave 
your cell oftener or else I will not answer for it; if 
that chest cough comes back, a fever of joy over a 
lucky guess may not sweat it away." 

The Magister laughed in good humoured in- 
credulity. The Doctor now brought forward his 
request, and Nigritius agreed to it, with the proviso, 
that Silva must be answerable for it, if the boy 
were not clever enough. 

"How old are you?" he asked Baruch. 

"Fifteen." 

"And you cannot say your declensions?" 

"No." 

"Hum, hum ! " grumbled the Magister. "Ars longa, 
vita brevis, says Hippocrates; at fifteen Hugo Grotius 
had already made his learned edition of Martianus 
Capella, translated into Latin Stevini's art of navi- 
gation, and so amplified the "Phenomena" of Ara- 
tus, that no one knew which wrote better Latin, 
Cicero or he: I myself, ut at minora redeam, had, 
when I was that old, already made such a Carmen, 
that Vergil himself could not have pointed out a 

Sfinoza. 7. 10 
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Germanism, or a false quantity in it. Fifteen! But 
we will see: diligentia est mater studwrum, that is, 
you must be industrious." 

Baruch promised, and the Magister continued: 

"You can come to me every day at this time, 
but you must not awaken me if I am asleep. 
You need not bring any books, I have everything 
here." 

When the physician had repeated his con- 
gratulations on the lucky guess he left the house of 
the Magister with Baruch and his father. 

"You know I wish my children to learri every- 
thing, I never spare in that; but I must not make 
myself out to be greater than I am; I am not a 
rich man, so I must know what the Magister re- 
quires; I cannot give too much for Baruch alone; 
but if I win my law-suit, I may be able to spend 
more on him; now, however, I must remember that 
I have two more children." So spoke the father, 
and the physician burst into a loud laugh. 

"What are you laughing at now?" he asked 
irritably. 

"Nothing, except that you take the Magister for 
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a merchant; why if he had nothing to eat to-mor- 
row, he would rather starve than ask a penny in 
pay for instruction. Like the Rabbis who think it 
a sacred task to instruct anyone in the Bible and 
Talmud, so does he with Greek and Latin. Shy as 
he is of his fellows, he holds all mankind alike dear 
to his heart without distinction; and timid as he 
looks when people are with him, he is bold, nay 
overbold, against them when he has his pen in his 
hand, and his ever-ready companions in arms, his 
books, at his side. By means of his extraordinary 
memory he can any minute raise a whole host of 
witnesses. This Nigritius is a truly extraordinary 



man." 



"It is a dreary life to live so much alone, not a 
soul near him only books, — books; I could not live 
like that," said Baruch. 

"I believe you," answered the physician. "You 
see that is another unseen, though incalculably 
valuable point of superiority in our religion; it is im- 
possible that such hermit natures should arise within 
it. Unless someone has cut loose from all sacred 
duties, which, God be praised, has never happened 

10* 
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yet unpunished, and which would not be permitted, 
how could anyone manage to live alone? Td pray 
three times a day, in company with at least ten co- 
religionists, and to attend the Synagogue without fail 
every Sabbath and fast-day, these are simple pre- 
cepts which make a hermit's seclusion impossible. 
And such narrow pedantic natures, with their 
minute hair-splitting and small so-called love of 
order, which are so common in this country, you 
never meet among the Jews; that comes of their 
quick southern blood." The theologizing physician 
would willingly have followed up this newly dis- 
covered idea, but the father's curiosity interrupted 
him with the question: 

"Where does the Magister come from? and how 
does he keep himself?" . 

"He comes from Heidelberg, a German town 
on the Rhine;* his name is Schwarz, but, like all 
the learned men of the day, he has latinised 
it. He does not like to talk of his early life; but 
in an hour of sadness he once confided to me 

* So in the original; it is on the Neckar. Transl. note. 
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that, in the war which has now lasted full 
thirty years, his native town was plundered and 
laid in ashes by the Imperial troops. He was 
fortunate enough to save the manuscripts taken 
from the University library to Rome that belonged 
to him; he fled with them, and remained deserted 
here. He had not crossed the boundaries of his 
native town twice in his life; in Attica, or Latium, he 
knew every house and every road; but here he did 
not know his way out or in. He joined a company 
of exiles, and came here, where he has now lived 
for six-and-twenty years. The Heidelberg library 
bought back his manucripts, which he had en- 
riched with valuable comments. Besides he under- 
takes corrections for Gerhard Vossius, his country- 
man, and for others; the best emendations in the 
ancient classics are his, and no one knows them 
to be so, but that does not trouble him. It 
verges on the incredible how little his requirements 
are; study as much as he will, he is the same one 
day as another, always gay and pleasant; but he 
knows nothing of the world; he is long past sixty, 
but he is as inexperienced as a child of ten years 
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old; he can tell you easily enough how many 
sesterces Crassus had for his fortune; but if he pos- 
sessed twenty stivers, and had to count them, 
he would not know what to do, or say about it 
It is well for him, that he is in such an 
honest house; Klaas Ufmsand and his wife, good 
Gertrui, take care of everything for him. I tell 
you all this, Baruch, that you may never make 
fun of him, even if he is rather queer; he 
cannot bear ridicule. Even if he often thrashes 
empty straw, he is so thoroughly learned, and you 
can learn so much from him, that you must always 
treat him with respect. 

"Yes, yes," said his father, "if you do not learn 
Latin with him, you never will learn it." 

From this time forth, Baruch went to the 
Magister every day. He soon found out that he 
was not the man to introduce him to the famous 
temple of classical antiquity, but remembering his 
father's threat, he said nothing about the dis- 
appointment of his expectations. 

He was obliged to gnaw at the hard shell of 
the rudiments of Latin grammar, while longing so 
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earnestly to get at the nourishing kernel. Not even 
the intellectual gymnastics of his Talmud studies 
were in these empty forms, which merely required 
impressing on the memory. A student like Baruch 
required special treatment A mind that had al- 
ready exercised itself on the highest intellectual 
questions, was far beyond the degree of mere re- 
ceptiveness; and only what he could work out for 
himself he truly understood. His teacher tried 
to satisfy Baruch's impatience with the assurance, 
that: — 

"It is only when all the forms are in the head 
that a man can wander inoffenso pede in the paths 
of Classic learning." 

Baruch by degrees learnt his teacher's strange 
ways, and learnt to respect and to imitate them. 
Just this steady but often painfully measured pro- 
gress, which admitted of no haste, still less allowed 
for digressions, even this hard discipline pleased 
him after the showy hair-splitting of the Talmud- 
School. He constrained himself to follow this re- 
gulated pace, and his master appreciated the 
devotion, and found his scholar win on his af- 
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fections, as he rejoiced daily more and more to 
find a sympathetic mind near him. He promised 
his pupil to leave him his Cicero "On the greatest 
good and the greatest evil," which he had en- 
riched with valuable marginal notes, as a legacy. 

One day when Baruch came to his tutor's 
house he received him with unusual warmth, and 
told him that he had that day deciphered one of 
the most difficult passages in Cicero's "Orator." 
The commentators and the later philologists had 
always given the easier reading, which would 
naturally be more convenient; but it was the 
sacred duty of all true philologists to regard the 
more difficult reading, just because it was the more 
difficult, and not so easily understood by everyone, 
as the correct and original." 

"That is strange," said Baruch; "it seems to me 
as though, if I were crossing a barley field, and saw 
som e_sheaves lying there, I must say, ay, those are 
oat-sheaves, that have been brought from another 
field, for to allow they were barley sheaves would 
not evince skill." 

Magister Nigritius started; this application of 
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Talmudistic sophistry to a foreign, if not wholly 
unkindred subject, disgusted him.. He assured 
Baruch, that the transcriber of a difficult passage 
would of course be willing to find an easier turn for 
it; it was therefore his duty, if there were sense in 
the more difficult reading, to prefer it. 

Baruch was satisfied by this representation: the 
acuteness of reasoning that thereby came into play 
attracted him; but still unsatisfied he felt the long- 
ing for that new world of serene beauty, which 
should have been opened to him. The increasing 
chest-disease of the Magister, and the secret dis- 
satisfaction between him and Baruch, made the 
instruction henceforward irregular, and little pro- 
fitable. 

At this time Rabbi Saul began the tractate 
Erubin with his scholars, and to facilitate the solu- 
tion of the geometrical problems there given, he 
undertook a thorough course of Mathematics accord- 
ing to the Hebrew translation of Euclid. The 
restless intellect of Baruch found sufficient employ- 
ment therein; and he also devoted himself again 
with undivided zeal to the study of the Talmud: 
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he hoped thus to refind his former peace. His 
immediate pleasure in this study had grown less, 
and yet he still aspired with a perfectly ravenous 
craving towards the fuller satisfaction of his longing 
for knowledge. He did not tell any one his opinion, 
nor confide in any one. For it is inherent in the 
nature of a young growing human being, as it is in 
every growth of Nature in general, that, by means 
of its power of attraction, its absorption far exceeds 
its loss by rejection; thus its vital principal grows 
and ripens into its destined form. In quietude as 
of sleep the mind of the youth awoke to the sur- 
prise of his own consciousness, and the insight of 
others. 
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CHAPTER VII. 
THE TREATY OF PEACE. 

Honest Mynheer Dodimus de Vries conscientiously 
entered the date 24th October 1648 in conscientious 
clerkly style in his ledger, and wrote underneath 
how much wool, saffron, and ginger had arrived, and 
how much cheese, sugar, and tea he had that day 
despatched. Afternoon tea was delicious, and Myn- 
heer de Vries told his dear spouse that he had still 
seven hundred weight and. a half of that sort in his 
warehouse that would be worth more every day, for 
the celebrated Dr. Beverocius had written a treatise 
wherein he plainly proved that tea was a preserva- 
tive from all maladies, and the East India Company 
had had this treatise printed and circulated at their 
own expense. Hereupon he slept softly, and smiled 
in his dreams like a child, but had no notion of 
the sweet surprise Mevrouw de Vries was preparing 
for him. Of the tulip bulbs of the rarest sorts and 
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varied size and species, which she cultivated in her 
garden, she built a pyramid on the writing table 
opposite the sleeper, so that when the happy man 
awoke his eyes were mqt by the ingenious edifice. 
He embraced his stout better half heartily, and 
went gaily and happily to his counting-house. It 
was a lucky day, a day like all others, except for 
the extra pleasure of the tulip pyramid. What in 
the world could happen more than usual? 

Three gorgeously dressed heralds rode at a sharp 
trot with sound of trumpets through the streets of 
Amsterdam, without drawing rein until they reached 
the Town Hall. The hammers stopped in the smithies, 
the weaver's shuttle hung on the loom, the trades- 
man wiped his pen, the banker straightened his 
spectacles on his nose, locked his black box and 
pulled a second time at the padlock to. make sure 
that it was safely locked. Our Mynheer de Vries 
laid the blotting-paper thoughtfully on the freshly 
written page, closed his ledger, and locked it in 
the desk, then Mevrouw brought him his wig and 
gold-headed cane. 

"My love, have you noticed nothing strange 
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about me? I am expecting all day long that some- 
thing extraordinary is going to happen to the 
world." So said Mynheer de Vries, and he took 
his son Simon by the hand and went to the Town 
Hall to hear the news which he had anticipated. 

But it was not so quiet in the houses of the 
town-councillors, every hand and every foot therein 
was set in motion to bring the robes and clothe the 
stately person of the master; nothing would sit 
well in the hurry, and the stern old councillor 
scolded over his wife's want of order, and tried to 
put things into a form worthy of his dignity on the 
way. It required all his importance to force his 
way to the entrance of the Town Hall through the 
crowd which had assembled there. Artisans with 
their aprons still tied on and their bare, sinewy 
arms folded; clerks with their pens behind their 
ears, and ink on their fingers; porters, who had set 
down their loads, and seated themselves thereon; 
soldiers, idlers, women and children, all stood 
huddled together, and exchanged conjectures on 
the arrivals. One loitering dandy praised the light 
trot of the horses and the fine work on the robes 
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of the heralds : they fitted as if grown to them, and 
. must have been made either in Madrid or Paris, civili- 
sation was as yet too backward in this country; no 
Amsterdam tailor knew how to give a waistcoat 
such an undeniable cut. An apple-woman admired 
to her neighbour the rich gold embroidery, and the 
breadth and brilliancy of the herald's ribbons, and 
an apprentice remarked to his companion that those 
must be Utrecht ribbons, as they had some in the 
warehouse which they sold at four and a half stivers 
the yard to gain five and twenty per cent. On the 
right hand corner of the Town Hall, a talj lean 
figure had planted himself, his legs carelessly crossed 
as he whistled a tune. 

"A good thing you are here, Flyns," shouted 
several porters. "You can tell us for certain what 
the golden birds that have flown up there have in 
their beaks: you have shaved the chins of more 
than ten town-councillors to-day, you ought to know 
what is going on in the United Netherlands. Have 
we captured a silver fleet, or something of that sort? 
The devil! You have a face like a Mynheer on the 
pier, when he hears his ship has foundered." They 
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all shouted together, and the barber tried to get 
away so that his dignified appearance might check 
their impertinence. 

"Holla! Stop! that won't do," they cried. "In 
the Thunderbolt there, with a full glass of gin you 
may know everything as well or better than the 
grand Pensioner himself, and you can tell us all 
about it there; now, brother, show us how much 
you know, and if any one says you lie we will tan 
his hide for him till he can't see or hear." 

Their clenched fists showed that they meant to 
keep their promise, but Flyns answered none the 
more, and tried to get away from his evidently un- 
pleasant surroundings. 

"Let him alone," said one, "the chin scraper has 
always shaved us over a spoon.* Why should he be 
there if he knew any more than we do. He must wait 
as well as we till they throw us something down." 

"Ha, ha!" they all laughed, "good, but you will 
have to wait too, you see." 

"I only wait," said Flyns, "to amuse myself by 
seeing you march off with the wind in your ears; 

* Taken us in, 
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you herring-hearts, you think they ought to grease 
your dirty mouths with the news boiling hot. Go 
to! Eat your dinners, there is nothing here for 
such lubbers as you. Off with you; if I did not 
know my own place I should despise myself for 
having so much in common with you. That comes 
of being too good, and not keeping one's proper 
position continually before one's eyes, you have seen 
too much of me." 

"Nay, nay, we did not mean that, you must not 
go away angry," they all cried. "If the little rat- 
catcher says a word against you, we will stop his 
mouth so that it will bulge like a woolsack that 
has lost its hoop. Don't be cross, and tell us all 
about it you surely know." 

Thus invited and flattered he fell back into his 
former easy position, and began: 

"Do you remember what I said when we went 
home yesterday evening, and saw fiery hosts fight- 
ing in the eastern heavens? You will soon see 
what will come of it. I did not forget it When I 
went early this morning to rich van Kampen, who 
lives near the Oude Kerk, to shave him, he made a 
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face like a cat in thunder; he is always close, no- 
thing to be got out of him; but I laid my plans and 
learnt from him without his knowing it, that the 
war is going well at last. As for the Spaniard, 
we have done with him long ago, he can say no 
more. But, my brethren, you will stare your eyes 
out Vith astonishment, and we may pave a whole 
country with men's heads. The Turk, as I said a 
short time ago, won't rest, and would like to give 
Austria a slap. But look! There that puffy-cheeked 
master -ropemaker, Reuwerz, is on a cask, and 
babbles something to the monkey-faced creatures 
that stand round him, that lot are unendurable. 
Since the ropemaker, Michel Ruyter, has become a 
hero of the sea, everyone thinks if he can twist a 
cable of tow he must have the making of an ad- 
miral in him. Every apprentice who turns a wind- 
lass, thinks we have to thank him for the hundred 
ships of war and the hundred merchantmen we 
could send to sea any day; and a boy who has not 
a hair in front of his ears, babbles about freedom 
and rights. But there is no God in Heaven if 
things do not change again soon. Then men of 

Spinoza, I, II 
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standing and education were something, my father 
was first valet: — " 

"Ay, there you warm to the old story again, we 
have heard that a hundred times, and have always 
told you we will have none of the Orange rule. 
Stadtholders they may be, we have nothing to say 
against that, but under their rule we might starve, 
and now we have enough to eat if we don't sit 
with our hands in our laps." 

So said Maessen Blutzaufer, who spoke for his 
comrades, and before the barber could look round, 
he was deserted by his audience. 

"Hurrah for the United Provinces!" shouted one 
of the crowd, and as if by electricity, all the assembly 
roared, "Hurrah for the United Provinces !" till the 
window-panes clattered with the shout. When 
silence ensued again, they all pressed round the 
master-ropemaker who was still speaking. 

"Brethren!" he cried, "Obedience is the first 
duty of true citizens, obedience to the laws, and 
respect and regard for governors, whom we no 
longer receive from foreign tyrants, but whom we 
elect from among ourselves, I have heard many 
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among you grumble, that free citizens of the Re- 
public are made to wait down here, while those 
above sit behind locked doors, and keep for them- 
selves the state-secrets which belong to us all, one 
as much as another. You all know, brethren, I 
love freedom as much as anyone; without thinking 
twice I would hang my best halter round the neck 
of my own son, if I heard that he was a traitor to 
freedom, or might become one; I hate those court 
flatterers, who would make themselves out better 
than we, as I hate Old Nick. So you may trust me 
that I mean well by you, when I persuade you to 
be quiet There may be cases in which the fathers 
of the Republic hold it better not to trumpet the 
news to every wind. Think for yourselves, there 
might be traitors among us!" 

"Down with traitors! Hurrah for freedom!" 
burst from the crowd in one enthusiastic shout. 

"Therefore, brethren," continued the orator, 

"whatever may come, war or peace, on water or on 

land, we have the handle in our own hands, and 

we will not let it be wrenched out; we have won 

our freedom, we can protect it," 

11* 
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The cry of "Hurrah for Hooft! Hurrah for 
the States General!" here interrupted the orator 
for on the balcony of the Town Hall appeared old 
Drost Hooft, and with him the Town Councillors, * 
as many as the balcony would hold Attentive 
silence reigned while Drost thanked them, and 
began: 

"Brother citizens, a slight accident has prevented 
me from sooner imparting the news which must nil 
the heart of everyone with joy and thankfulness. 
Yesterday the thirty years of the horrors of war, and 
the seven years' peace conference at last came to an 
end. Honourable and favourable conditions for the 
United Provinces are in the treaty, to which all 
the powers of Europe have sworn. Above all, 
Spain, with the approval of all Europe, has 
acknowledged the perfect independence of our Re- 
public. It is merely a point of honour, nothing 
more; for we have not waited for them to present 
us with our freedom, we have won it with the help 
of God, and our own good swords. Our rightful 
conquests in Brabant, Flanders, and Limburg; the 
right to close the Scheld at will, and other privileges 
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remain to us. Rejoice and thank God, for it is he 
who decrees man to leave the sword in the sheathe, 
that peace may be between Christian and Chris- 
tian; pray to Him that he may preserve the peace. 
Love God, and guard our liberties!" 

"Hurrah for freedom I" echoed and re-echoed 
the cheers of the dispersing crowd through every 
street till at last it was lost in the clang of the 
bells, which spread the news of the peace through 
the air. 

It was a glorious, impressive sight, to see the life 
of a people as it can only spring from the conscious- 
ness of a happily won and gladly enjoyed peace. 
Many indeed could not accustom themselves to the 
thought that the peace really existed, as one who 
is freed from a heavy burden still feels its pressure, 
even when he has long been relieved from it 

The pious were the first to accustom themselves 
to the new state of affairs, for they had found it 
plainly revealed in the prophecies of Daniel and 
the Revelations of St. John that this year, whose 
number, divided and added, gave the sacred 
numbers twelve and seven, must be a .year of peace 



l66 SPINOZA. 

and blessedness; and they went home, and called 
their children and their household together, and 
said: 

"Watch and pray, for the Millenium, the Reign 
of the Lord has arrived, the Promise will be ful- 
filled, and the Lord will enter into his Glory." 

Those, however, who had not so much faith, 
trusted in the seven seals and the signatures of the 
European powers, and were content therewith. 

As Mynheer de Vries went home, he said to his 
son Simon, "Have you given your full attention? 
Such a day as this, please God, you will never see 
in your life again." But anyone a little way off 
would not have found out from his walk and bear- 
ing that Mynheer de Vries had thus explained to 
his son that greatest of benefits — a citizen's freedom. 
He spoke with such quiet thoughtfulness, so devoid 
of all outward excitement, evincing that immovable 
tenacity of the Netherlanders, who, even where their 
passions were concerned, still held to the national 
ideal, the "makklyk," the comfortable. At home 
Mynheer Dodimus embraced his beloved wife in an 
ecstacy of joy. 
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"See, my dear," he said, pointing to the tulip 
bulbs, "they can grow on peaceful ground, and my 
tea has risen a third in price, for the soldiers who 
are now coming home have not drunk tea for so long, 
that they will enjoy it all the more." 

He sat down to table quietly and in silence, 
and endeavoured to control the extraordinary ex- 
citement which had disturbed him during the day. 
That evening he drank half a glass more than his 
usual quantity, he did not speak a word at table, 
and before tea came in, he slept in peace. 

It is a good thing that the house of the de Vries is 
far from the Thunderbolt ale-house. The shouts and 
cheers that echoed from there would certainly have 
awakened the good man from his slumbers. There 
sat the whole gang of porters, and made themselves 
happy with gin. The popular "Het daghet uyt den 
Osten" was sung to an end, and Maessen Blutzaufer 
had struck up "Wilhelmus van Nassau" when he 
was interrupted by a tremendous bawling. 

"Hold! here comes Judas the Archknave, the 
false prophet, stone him, crucify him, drown him!" 
they all shouted together as Flyns entered. 



\ 
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"Now answer for it, why did you take us in this 
morning?" cried one. Flyns stood his ground, and 
smiled condescendingly. His father had not been 
first valet to Prince Maurice of Nassau for nothing, 
he had inherited so much of diplomatic talent from 
him. He let the reve llers stop_blustering. 

"Are you ready?" he asked quietly. "You don't 
understand a joke, I only wanted to make you look 
foolish." 

"But that is lying and rascally cheating," cried 
the little man. 

"Lie down you ratcatcher," retorted Flyns, "if 
you bark like that again I will grind your crooked 
bones to meal, and sell it for rat-poison." 

"Be quiet, be quiet, no disputes, we must have 
peace everywhere, give him your hand," they all 
cried, and Flyns sat down with his friends. 

"So here we sit," said Maessen Blutzaufer, "and 
ten horses shall not drag me from my seat. And 
if the Emperor of Japan came, dressed like the one 
in the East-India House, and said, 'Take me that 
gold chest two houses farther and you shall earn a 
thousand stivers,' I should say: 'Emperor, take a 
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glass, to-day I cannot serve you, sit down with us 
here, we are all Emperors as good as you;' and if 
the Grand Pensioner himself sent for you, you 
should not move from this spot, Flyns, no beard 
shall come to harm to-day, even the beards shall 
have peace." 

"You all rejoice over the peace," said Flyns, 
"and you don't know what name the child has." 

"Well, what is it called?" 

"The everlasting peace." 

"Vivat! Hurrah for the everlasting peace!" they 
all cried, and emptied their glasses to the dregs. 
Flyns prophesied the return of the jolly times of 
Jacob van Artevelde in Ghent, and told them that 
in those old times, by wise management, and ex- 
tensive trade connection, men need only work two 
days a week, and might sit in the ale-house all the 
rest. It was a tempting bait, and each one had 
his own ideal of how to enjoy it. Maessen Blut- 
zaufer alone would hear nothing of it, and asserted 
that it would be less godless to have no Sunday at 
all than five a week. The jolly company revelled 
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fax into the night, and then stumbled, singing and 
cheering home. 

Everywhere joy and merrymaking prevailed, in 
Church and tavern as well as in the family circle, 
for peace was spread over the whole of Christendom. 
Peace to all religions. Peace in Heaven, and Peace 
on Earth. 

Only on the town-wall one soul mourned over 
vanished Peace, that no treaty made by earthly 
potentates could restore, for the covenant of Heaven, 
the Law of Moses lay torn before him. In the 
library of the School of the Crown of the Law Baruch 
Spinoza sat alone, before him was Ebn Esra's Com- 
mentary on the five Books of Moses, of the difficulties 
and obscurities of which study his teacher had often 
warned him. There were two passages the solution 
of which had long occupied him. On the history of 
the waters of strife (Numbers xxix.) that were drawn 
from the rock, he found this commentary: "I will here 
point out what appears to me to be the right explana- 
tion. Understand, if the part knows the whole, he 
comprehends it, and thereby can do miracles." The 
passage (Numbers 13.) "I cannot go beyond the com- 
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mandment of the Lord," he explains thus: "The crea- 
ture cannot alter the work of the Creator, or his law; 
the mystery is, a part cannot alter the other part; 
but only the law of the whole can alter that of a 
part I can penetrate this mystery no further, for it 
is deep; at any rate the she-ass spoke. When you 
have found out the secret of the angels of Abraham 
and of Jacob you will penetrate the truth of this." 

The passage where it says, "When you under- 
stand the secret of the twelve, etc." Baruch under- 
stood more easily. A kindred spirit here attracted 
him; he recognised the caution and diligent veiling, 
and boldly and freely gave this result, that indepen- 
dent reason and traditional faith can only be recon- 
ciled by mutual compulsion. It was made clear to 
him that not the whole of the contents of the Holy 
Scriptures were written by inspired men, the glory 
had vanished, the whole was the work of man; — 
how could profane hands in later ages meddle in 
the writings of God? Who was the author of the 
Bible? who its commentator? Dare anyone require 
an answer to this question? and who could give it? 
Who? 
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Baruch read the passage commenting on Ge- 
nesis xii. 6. which the prudent Spaniard finishes 
with these words: "And whoever has penetrated this 
mystery let him keep silence." "Yes, I will keep 
silence," said Baruch to himself. Buried in thought 
he recollected another assertion of Ebn Esra's, that 

~ there is but one substance, and that is God, and 
that God is the first category of the ten categories 
of Aristotle, as the number one is the root of all 
numbers; and marvellous was the explanation to the 

* almost incomprehensible verse Job xxm. 13. "But 
he is in one mind, and who can turn him?" The 
word in, Ebn Esra explains, appears superfluous here, 
but is not so indeed; I cannot explain it, for herein 
lies a great secret." 

What was the use of these enigmatical direc- 
tions? What was the use of explaining and searching 
into one word, one particle, if it were nothing more 
than the often defective and involved expression of 
a mere man? Baruch shut the book quickly and 
turned over the leaves of another, for he heard 
steps approaching the library. Chisdai Astruk and 
Ephraim Cardoso entered. Chisdai held out his 
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perpetually damp, lobster-red hand of friendship to 
Baruch, and looked at the book to see what he was 
reading. Chisdai had rather a tall figure, a little 
bowed, and long black eyebrows, whose ends en- 
croached on his forehead, he always screwed them 
together so that the hair stood out like bristles; his 
not unhandsome but full forehead was nearly hidden 
by his untidy long black hair; the expression of his 
brown eyes was not recognisable on account of his 
large round spectacles. The wearing of these had 
a special signification, for the orthodox Jews as well 
as Christians forbad the practice as an unseemly 
innovation. What ground the Christians took on 
the question we cannot tell; the Jews probably had 
no other but the fact that Joshua and Caleb wore 
no spectacles, and yet had seen everything dis- 
tinctly. While Chisdai excused himself to the 
orthodox on the score of short-sight, he nevertheless 
liked to please the more enlightened, whose number 
was not small in the Amsterdam congregation, by 
this adoption of a novelty, and appear as a young 
man of advanced cultivation. In the heat of contro- 
versy he was continually obliged to put these signi- 
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ficant instruments in their right place, for, indeed, 
his nose did not seem to be made for these evid- 
ences of western civilisation; they continually slipped 
over the bridge, from whence his nose bent to a 
sharp point like a beak. His wide mouth always 
formed a half smile, for Chisdai was always mind- 
ful of the precepts of the Talmudist, that no pious 
Jew must laugh outright as long as the Holy City 
of Jerusalem is laid waste, that it may be fulfilled 
as it is written, Ps. cxxvi. i. 2.: "When the Lord 
turned again the captivity of Zion, we were like 
them that dream; then was our mouth filled with 
laughter." A strange contrast to the rest of Chis- 
dai's face, distorted by an eternal grimace, was the 
well-cut rounded chin, on which the long hair be- 
gan to darken, for he was four years older than 
Baruch. He never shaved this beard. Besides the 
appointed fast -days he fasted every Monday and 
Thursday, and every Friday he dipped nine times 
in fresh well-water, which nevertheless did not lessen 
the unattractive nature of his appearance. Wher- 
ever he went or stayed, he hummed inaudibly an 
extract from the Mishna, or a Synagogue melody, 
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and when he sat he moved his crossed legs in 
palsied jerks. When Chisdai was seated, he said 
to Baruch: 

"You are well met just now, you shall be 
arbitrator between me and Ephraim, but -promise 
not to give half answers as you usually do, and do 
not be so close; I do not see why you should be, 
are we not brethren?" 

"In what am I so close?" inquired Baruch. 

"I will not explain now, we will leave that for 
another time. So that you may be quite impartial 
I will not tell you which is which of our views. But 
to speak out, do you believe in the existence of 
angels?" 

"That is another strange question," answered 
Baruch. 

"Now to put it another way," continued the 
other, "must we believe in the existence of 
angels?" • 

"That is the same question. But are we not 
Jews? Must we not believe in the Bible, and in 
all the goodly rows of books behind those wirQ 
doors?" 
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"But what is there in the Bible about the state 
of angels?" 

"You know as well as I do," answered Baruch. 

"But what does the Bible say about the state 
of angels, are they material or immaterial?" 

"You have a whole list of examples," answered 
Baruch, "and may choose at will: Abraham, Hagar, 
and Lot, Isaac, Abimelech, and Jacob, angels apr 
peared to them all. The first set a fresh killed calf, 
and fresh cakes before them; with Jacob one wrestled 
' the whole night long, and at last sprained his right 
l thigh, for which reason to this day we are not allowed 
* to eat the hinder part of a slain beast. Have you 
not enough of angels? If you wish for yet more 
material ones; an angel appeared to Balaam, and 
the ass saw him first; an angel appeared to Joshua 
with a drawn sword; an angel appeared twice to 
Samson's mother, after which she bore her godless 
giant child. To Samuel, and David, angels appeared 
everywhere. Do you want a whole court of angels? 
In the very first chapter of Hezekiah there is a great 
array of them. I once heard the late Acosta say, 
that court angels must have been much more for- 
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tunate than our present courtiers, for they had in 
fact four wings, four hands, and, what is better still, 
four faces: a man's, a lion's, an ox's, and an eagle's 
face, and wherever they went, they followed straight 
the face that best pleased them. If you want im- 
material angels, it is written (Ps. civ. 4.): "Who 
maketh his angels spirits." 

"Do you not believe in bad angels?" asked 
Chisdai. 

"Do you believe, and do you believe! You 
ought to ask what is written, and as far as I 
know our Bible there is nothing in it about such a 
Satan or Devil as the Christians believe in. The 
history of Job, according to the Talmud, is merely 
a poem. To God everything is good, it is only to 
us men that many things appear bad, as it stands 
in our glorious Isaiah (xlv. 6. 7.): "I am the Lord 
and there is none else; I form the light, and create 
darkness; I make peace, and create evil!" 

"But can there not be bad angels?" 

"No, the distinctive mark of an angel is, that 
he is a mere tool of God without free-will. Satan 
is. said to be a fallen angel, who rebelled against 

Spinoza. /. 12 
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God; but that could never happen if God did not 
rebel against himself." 

"In the Midrasch the origin of bad angels is 
very well explained," said Ephraim, who had till 
then listened in silence. "Whenever an angel 
wished to become visible on earth he must imbibe 
a material essence, and none could be permitted to 
stay longer on earth than seven days; once several 
exceeded this limit, and through their lengthened 
sojourn they had imbibed so much material essence 
that, thus overweighted, they could not rise to 
Heaven; such is the origin of the Devil by which 
Genesis vi. 2. is explained." 

"That may be very fine," said Baruch, "but is 
it true? How could an angel overstep the laws of 
his being?" 

"So you do not believe in the existence of bad 
angels?" put in Chisdai. 

"There you are again with your 'do you be- 
lieve'!" answered Baruch angrily. "I know as well 
as you do that the daily Kadish prayer in the 
Synagogue is repeated in Chaldaic, because the bad 
angels cannot understand the idiom, and because 



TRE TREATY OF PEACE. 1 79 

no contrary petition can prevail against it with God; 
I know as well as you that, by the Shophar* trumpet 
on New Year's day, Satan is confounded, and a good 
year for Israel obtained." 

Ephraim then expounded the view taken by 
the great and learned Maimonides, who explained 
away angelic appearances as mere prophetic visions. 

"That borders on heresy! that is abominable!" 
cried Chisdai. 

"Agreed," responded Baruch, with an odd smile. 
"It is absurd, useless babble if Maimonides twists his 
own inventions out of the Scriptures, and explains 
supernatural revelations away as dreams. That is 
half-heartedness. He had not the courage to say, 
'thus the Scripture teaches and thus reason'." Baruch 
here stopped, he saw how far he had let himself 
be led on. He read for awhile in a book, and soon 
after left the room. 

"There he goes," said Chisdai to Ephraim, "he 
will be a second Acosta." 

* A kind of horn, upon which no melody is played, only a 
tremolo of whole tones and semitones; probably an obsolete 
war note. 

12* 



l8p SPINOZA. 

"You have tried so ingeniously to lead him 
on to bad speeches," responded Ephraim, "let him 
go his own way." 

"No," said Chisdai, and continued in the words 
of the Talmud: "In religious matters each Israelite 
has to answer for the other. On me, on thee, and 
on us all lies the burden of sin which he commits." 
He then left the room muttering to himself. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 
THE CABBALIST. 

At dusk Baruch and Miriam sat together, while 
old Chaje told them a marvellous story. 

"Do you know that our servant for the Sabbath, 
old Elsje, came to a terrible end this night? I see 
green and yellow before my eyes whenever I think 
of it, and of what might have happened to us all, 
and I have sat with her for hours by this fireside. 
In old times, though, we used to hear of far 
more wonderful things; my mother often used to 
tell me how the synagogue in Warsaw was on fire 
once, and the fire had nearly reached the windows, 
but the Rabbi, who was a great Baal Shem,* threw 
a parchment on which he had written some secret 
words into the flame, and it went out like a puffed 
out candle. Thank God there are some pious men 
left who can control the Schedim." ** 

* Exorcist. ** Demon. 
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"You talk such things that no one can tell what 
you mean," said Miriam, and Chaje replied: — 

"I heard the whole story at the butcher's from 
black Gudul; her sister is servant in the house of 
the pious Rabbi Isaac Aboab. What a sweet child 
Rabbi Aboab's Sara was! I was always afraid she 
would be bewitched, and nearly a year ago her 
face went a§ black as a coal, and instead of speak- 
ing clearly and pleasantly, she shrieked out such 
words as one never heard in this world from a girl 
of fifteen, and wrung her hands as if she had the 
gout. Every one said she was bewitched and had a 
spirit No doctor or apothecary could do any 
good. Rabbi Isaac wept and prayed the whole 
night long, so that he might have softened a 
stone in the wall. Since the misfortune befell him 
he has fasted from one Sabbath to another, he only 
takes soup and a couple of figs every night. Yester- 
day he went to the Mikwe,* and dipped nine times; 
when he went home he put on his winding sheet, 
had his chair brought from the Synagogue, and his 
daughter placed in it; four men had to carry her 

* Bath for purification. 
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and bind her in it, the spirit struggled so. When 
all the people had gone out, he fastened Psalm cxxx. 
to all the doors and windows in the house, and 
forbade them to admit any one that night, however 
they might beg and pray; no one must attempt to 
open a door or window on pain of death; God for- 
bid! Then he built up sacred books round the 
chair as high as Sara, and took a clean un-notched 
slaughtering-knife, and went nine times round Sara 
with it; then, as she had a loud rattling in her throat, 
he put a parchment with some holy words on it on 
her heart, and on the left side of the chair he put 
the slaughtering-knife. When all this was done he 
opened the holy chest in the corner, and took the 
Thora m his left hand while he opened a window 
with the other. Then he laid the Thora quickly 
on the table on which six black wax-lights burnt, 
and as he unrolled the Thora, he bent over it, 
threw himself on his knees, and called on the name 
of God and all angels so that all who heard him 
felt their blood run cold. Then he took the 
Shophar, and blew it as on New Year's Day, till 
they thought the Messiah was coming. Twelve 
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o'clock had hardly struck when there came a 
knocking at the door, as if a hundred men were 
battering it with clubs. 

"Open, — open, pray, I entreat you, open, — have 
mercy — I shall die, — open, it is Elsje, it is I, 
open!" 

So the voice cried outside, and the spirit in 
Sara began to scream again, so that you could hear 
it ten houses off. No one attempted to open it. 
Rabbi Aboab still went on praying and screaming, 
and calling on God and the angels till he had no 
voice left. At last all was still outside, and Sara 
too was quiet, and when they looked at her a black 
liquid like ink was pouring out of her right ear on 
to the knife, it was quite clean before, but there 
was a drop of blood as well on it now. 

"Thank God!" said Rabbi Aboab, "my child is 
saved." 

They took Sara to bed, and this morning she 
got up as fresh and well and prettier than ever; 
she knew nothing about it all, but thought she had 
slept a long time. Elsje came home last night 
about twelve o'clock with her mouth foaming, and 
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as she took hold of the lock of her room door she 
fell down dead. You may believe it all, for black 
Gudul's sister looked through the key-hole of Rabbi 
Aboab's door. God is great to have left such men 
still among us; but just imagine, children, who 
would have thought that Elsje was such a cursed 
witch? Who knows how many children she may 
have bewitched? And the ingratitude of it; she 
might have starved if she had not earned a stiver 
or two from the Jews as Sabbath servant; many a 
good bit have I got for her. I am afraid to be 
two minutes alone in the kitchen; I always expect 
Elsje to come down the chimney in the form of a 
black cat, or like a witch with fiery eyes, snakes on 
her head, and a broom-stick in her bony hand. 
Ugh! I should die of fright." 

Suddenly there was a tremendous thud on the 
ceiling of the room, so that the house shook, 
clamour and distant wailing was heard; the old 
woman screamed "Shema Israel!" Miriam clutched 
her brother's hand, all stood still to listen to the 
distant wailing. 

"Come and bring a light," said Baruch rising, 
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"we must see what is there." Chaje, with trembling 
hands, put a candle in the lantern, and, upon her 
urgent entreaties, Baruch was obliged to take his 
Thephillin* in his hand. That no evil thing might 
have power over them. Miriam went with him, for 
she was afraid to be left in the room alone, and even 
Baruch could not repress a slight shudder as he 
mounted the stairs to the granary. When they arrived 
there, they found a chest, which had long hobbled on 
three legs, overthrown. "So that was it," said Baruch 
laughing; a black cat limped from behind the chest, 
and disappeared through the window in the roof. 

"Have mercy on our sins, it is Elsje!" screamed 
old Chaje, and let the lantern fall in her fright. 
The three remained in the dark, and speedily left 
the place that appeared so haunted. Chaje and 
Miriam held on to Baruch's coat tails as they 
stumbled down the stairs. 

Baruch regarded this little event in his home 
life in its true light, but the enigmatical incanta- 
tions of Rabbi Aboab strengthened his determina- 
tion to endeavour by all means to penetrate the 

* Amulet inscribed with texts. 
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mysteries of the black art. The Cabbala, of which 
every one spoke in wonder and with bated breath, 
might contain the solution of his doubts and 
questions, the initiated might form a community of 
the wise. The next day, Thursday, he went to 
Rabbi Aboab. He was a man in what is called 
the prime of life, of stalwart figure; his many 
fasts had not much injured him, for he looked in 
excellent condition; his round face and ruddy 
cheeks, his black beard falling to his breast, might 
have been called handsome, and were only dis- 
figured by a large wart over his left eye, which 
wagged merrily when he spoke, and above all when 
he laughed. 

Baruch was cordially received, but when he 
brought forward his request, the Rabbi replied 
roundly: — 

"No, tjiat cannot be; do you not know that 
Rabbi Salomo ben Adereth has forbidden under 
penalty of excommunication that any one should be 
introduced to the study of the Cabbala before his 
twenty-fifth year?" 

Baruch warmly entreated him. 
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a Do you know too/ 7 the Rabbi continued, "that 
if you have, God forbid it! the slightest worldly 
motive in the study of the Cabbala; if merely an 
incongruous thought mixes therein, your own life, 
and the lives of all belonging to you are in some 
inexplicable danger? Can you trust yourself? Dare 
you face the risk? Will you?" 

"I will," answered Baruch in a firm voice. 

Without another word the Rabbi took Baruch's 
left hand in his,, and studied the fine lines marked 
on the palm; then he pushed his hat back from 
his brow, and studied the lines of his face for a 
while. Then he thoughtfully paced the room; 
firmly and mildly, he did his utmost to dissuade 
Baruch from his purpose. Baruch was almost moved 
to tears, but, with a trembling voice, he still reiter- 
ated his firm determination without irresolution. 
"Well, so be it," said the Rabbi at last, "I am 
afraid you will only endanger yourself, and 
perish; but I will be your leader. God will lead me 
in the way of truth. Come to me to-night, after 
evening service." 

The Synagogue keeper Elasar Merimon could 
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not repress his astonishment, when he saw the youth 
coming with the Rabbi to the Mikwe. 

"Peace be with you, Rabbi Baruch," he said 
and grinned curiously. 

The Rabbi commanded him to say nothing to 
any one of Baruch's presence there, and to go away 
himself, as he did not need him that day. He took 
the key and lantern, and opened the tower-like 
edifice. The dull light of the lantern illuminated 
but dimly the bare, dusky walls and wooden benches 
around; in the middle was a well-like hole, that 
was the bath. The Rabbi muttered a prayer and 
undressed carefully, observing all the while the 
precepts from the "Book of Chastity," written above. 
He had not quite undressed, when he seized the 
lantern, and with rapid strides descended the thirty 
stone steps of the bath: "Out of the depths I 
cry unto Thee, O Lord! He hears me afar off, 
O my God!" he cried with all his strength, and his 
voice echoed weirdly from the depths of the well. 
Baruch shuddered to hear in the quiet night a soul 
crying to God, as it were, from the depths of the 
earth, for redemption and resurrection. The Rabbi 
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placed the lantern on the lowest step of the Bath, 
and threw himself with a splash into the water. 
At this sign, Baruch laid himself down at the edge 
of the well, and nine times, whenever the Rabbi 
raised his head from the water, and again dived, 
he cried "koscher" (pure) into the illuminated 
vault. 

The Rabbi came out again half dressed, and 
with his head covered; his long beard still dripping, 
and his lank matted hair gave his usually homely 
face a wild appearance. He gave Baruch a little 
book, in which a prayer was written; the names of 
the angels therein must not be pronounced by lip 
or tongue on pain of death, but only repeated in 
thought. Baruch trembled with fear as he de- 
scended the dark pit, his knees gave way, but he 
took courage, and sprang lightly into the water. The 
Rabbi then undertook the same service that Baruch 
had performed for him; he too called the word of 
purification nine times across the well. 

Without another word they left the Mikwe. 

When they entered the street, lighted by the 
pale rays of the moon, Rabbi Aboab stood suddenly 
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still, and shook his head as he gazed at the long 
shadow which imitated his movements; then, look- 
ing heavenwards, he repeated the text usually said 
on awakening: 

"I thank Thee, O Living and Eternal King! that 
through thy constant and great favour thou hast 
given me my soul again." Baruch did not venture 
to ask the reason of these proceedings, probably 
Rabbi Aboab had not yet taught him the saying of 
the Cabbala: "Whoever on the 'night of the sign'* 
sees his full shadow in the moonlight, will not die 
that year." 

Rabbi Isaak Loria saw his shadow headless 
that night, and he died the day before the year 
ended. 

Rabbi Aboab was gay and good-humoured that 
evening, when Baruch supped with him. The novice 
took care to bestow a glance on the fair Sara, from 
whom the evil spirit had been driven, and who, 
while she served the meal, shyly stared at the pale 
youth, whose fame had spread through the whole 
congregation. 

* About 27th September. 
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Rabbi Aboab sat long at table, and it was late 
at night when he led Baruch into his study, and 
taking the Thora from the sacred chest, unrolled 
it' at the place, where stood the ten command- 
ments. 

Baruch then must lay his right hand thereon, 
and speak thus: 

"I call on Thee, God Almighty and Incompre- 
hensible, who hast confided the secrets of thy exis- 
tence to Adam, Enoch, Abraham and Moses, who 
have handed them down even unto our day. Let 
Thy Holy Spirit descend on me, and lead me, that 
I do not stumble in the way in which I would walk, 
and if ever I did violate or sin against Thy secrets, 
may all the evils of fear overtake me, that I tremble 
at my own shadow; may my tongue dry up; my 
entrails wither; my eyesight die out; my breath 
become poison that destroyeth my best beloved 
when they may approach me; may grass grow on 
the threshold of my father's house because none 
enter therein, and as I am damned here, may all 
the torments of Gehinom overwhelm me to all 
eternity * Therefore, O Lord, lead me that I rest 
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under the shadow of Thy wings, and bask in the 
light of Thy Glory. Amen! Amen!" 

A shudder thrilled through his whole being, his 
lips blanched as he spoke these words; and even while 
he spoke a voice seemed to cry in him, — "Woe unto 
thee! thou hast violated them since thou darest to 
enter here, return !" But there was no return pos- 
sible, the worst was over, and from that day forth, 
the Rabbi became more confidential to his scholar. 

They sat down to the table and the lesson 
began: the mystic reason why the Holy Scriptures 
begin with the letter Beth was disclosed; each letter 
and each stop, each phrase and each transposition 
therein had its own deep signification. As proof 
that a secret meaning lay hidden in the words of 
the Bible, it was alleged that the Holy Scriptures 
related so many unimportant facts, as that (Gene- 
sis xec ii.) "Rachel and Jacob kissed," the detailed 
enumeration (Numbers vm.) of the contributions of the 
twelve Princes of the tribes to the building of the 
tabernacle, and many similar passages. All this 
must have a hidden signification. 

They were deeply engrossed in these discussions, 

Spinoza, J, 1 3 
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when the echoing chimes of the Zuyderkerk in- 
formed them of the midnight hour. The Rabbi 
rose, took off his shoes, strewed ashes on his head, 
and sat down on the ground beside the door-post, 
where a parchment on which was the Shema lay 
in a niche; he covered his face, and amid tears 
repeated the alphabetical confession of sins, then in 
a mournful voice sang Psalm cxxxvn.: "By the 
rivers of Babylon there we sat down, yea, we wept, 
when we remembered Zion. — If I forget thee, O 
Jerusalem, let my right hand forget her cunning, — 
let my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth ; if I 
prefer not Jerusalem above my chief joy." 

He repeated the Lamentations of Jeremiah in 
the same position; then arose with the words: 
"Shake thyself from the dust; arise, and sit down, 
O Jerusalem: loose thyself from the bands of thy 
neck, O captive daughter of Zion." (Isaiah lii. 2.): "I 
have set watchmen upon thy walls, O Jerusalem, 
which shall never hold their peace day nor night; 
ye that make mention of the Lord, keep not silence; 
And give him no rest, till he establish, and till he 
make Jerusalem ft praise in the. earth." (Is. lxu. 6.) 
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Baruch did everything like the Rabbi, but was 
ignorant of the hidden meaning of each word, 
gesture, and tone. Teacher and pupil again seated 
themselves at the table, drew on their shoes, and 
studied until morning, when the hour for the Syna- 
gogue service arrived. Thus they spent the watches 
of each Thursday night 

Baruch went through the book of "The Secrets 

of God," whose supposed author was Adam, and 

the Book of the Creation, whose author is said to be 

the Patriarch Abraham. Not only his whole mind, 

but his whole body, was excited by these studies; 

he incessantly swayed himself about, and exercised 

his body, for the Cabbala teaches, there is nothing 

in the higher world that has not its counterpart in 

the microcosm; thus the 248 commandments of 

the Jewish religion correspond with the similar 

number of members of the human body, and all 

these must be active in and devoted to the sacred 

study. Baruch knew the names and powers of all 

the angels, and knew the formulas by which they are 

constrained to the service of man; but all this, like 

the solution of chemical and magic problems, had 

13' 
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but little interest for him. The mystery of mys- 
teries it was that he yearned for incessantly, and 
here the Cabbala taught, that all physical and 
spiritual life was but an imitation of the original 
in heaven, and a chain of existence and action 
leading up to God. This is the heavenly ladder 
which God showed to the Patriarch Jacob in a 
dream, on which the powers of the created world 
as angels, after their spiritual emancipation or 
material concentration, mount and descend; the 
graduated ladder of all existing things rests' on 
earth and reaches to heaven; there is the heavenly 
Jerusalem, there the Temple, the model of the 
earthly one, there all is spiritual that on earth is 
bound up in matter. From the Hebrew word 
Ruach (soul) it is shown by the numbers which 
the letters give, that, the same being found in the 
various Hebrew words for God, the soul must be a 
part of God. . The Hebrew word for Messiah con- 
tains the same number as the Hebrew word for 
Serpent, in which image Satan seduced Eve; the 
Messiah will therefore bruise the head of the Ser- 
pent, and banish sin and death from the earth. To 
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the Adam on earth, corresponds a threefold Adam 
Jn Heaven: thus are derived the three different 
expressions in the accounts of the creation of the 
first parents (Genesis I. 27.), the original of the 
earthly Adam, is the Adam Kadmon in Heaven, 
the image of God, and His first born son. There 
are four worlds, which are spiritual or material ac- 
cording to their more or less remote emanation from 
God. The end of creation, however, is the Law, only 
for this revelation was the world created, for accord- 
ing to the singular division of the words we read in 
Jer. xxxm. 25.: "Thus saith the Lord; If my covenant 
be not with day and night, and if I have not ap- 
pointed the ordinances of Heaven and earth." 

What is the triumph of victory or the power to 
rule nations, compared to this immediate spiritual 
intercourse ! 

Rabbi Aboab used his own Hebrew translation 
of the Spanish Book of Erira as a guide to the 
oral law, which, according to the words and sense 
of the Cabbala, must ever remain unwritten, and only 
be passed on from mind to mind. 

Here at last Baruch attained a higher hold by 
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which he could swing himself onward. He strove 
to separate the inner kernel from the outward shell 
of grotesque and extraordinary observances, but he 
found with pain that these especially were re- 
presented as essentials; that general ideas do not 
suffice where the question is one of penetrating 
the actual, and solving the enigmas of the fate of 
men and nations, but must fall back on the strange 
suppositions of the doctrine of Metempsychosis, and 
the powers of evil spirits, in which nature and her 
laws lose themselves in confusion and anarchy. 

The Rabbi was rejoiced at the zeal of his 
scholar, but often reminded him, that if any one 
would penetrate the real depths of the Cabbalistic 
practices, he must put away from him all sensual 
desires, which were the work of Satan. 

"On the sixth day," he added, "woman, and 
with her all low inclinations, was created; therefore 
the Rabbis teach that men ought to marry at the 
age of three times six, you have reached that age 
exactly." There is no doubt, that the views and 
efforts of the Rabbi were raised above all things 
earthly; but this need not hinder him from think- 
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ing of a union between Baruch and Sara. The 
young Cabbalist noticed nothing, even when the 
Rabbi once intentionally left him alone with the 
fair Sara. 

The Rabbi once taught his pupil, that Jesus of 
Nazareth also had been indoctrinated in the Cabbala 
by the Sect of Essenes. The Rabbi never antici- 
pated what he led to thereby. 

Baruch had often already been irresistibly fas- 
cinated by a black bound book in the library of 
his master Nigritius, but an inward fear held him 
back. Now the question again arose, why, in the 
midst of the free field of knowledge, a tree of gor^ 
geous and sweet-savoured fruit should stand, which 
he might not dare to approach? Who has the right, 
if the fruit is not indeed deadly, to say: Thou 
darest take of it, and thou not? Unseen by any 
strange eyes, Baruch decided to open the book. 

He read the New Testament. 

His hands trembled as he held the book. It 
was the force of habit, which made such a com- 
mencement seem apostacy. But yet he did not give 
it up. A quiet power possessed him. He found 
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no new explanation of the Cabbala, but other 
things most unanticipated. He now read a new 
Bible, and not like a child following the finger of 
its teacher; but for the first time, with free eyes, 
and unfettered, independent judgment It reacted 
on his conception of what had hitherto been to him 
the only sacred writings. Must not these also be 
viewed from the stand-point of independent criticism? 
Is it impossible to review the familiar, accepted with 
a defined signification, in its simple reality? 

He passed over the miracles without difficulty. 
The parables too, with their resemblances to the 
Talmud, impressed him but little. He had seen 
too often in the Rabbinical department, how will- 
ingly inward incompleteness, which is but unripe- 
ness of reflection, and outward incompleteness, 
which is but cowardice, make use of such disguises. 
And is it not said, that Christ even revealed the 
truth to his disciples alone? Is it impossible to teach 
men the naked truth? Is "becoming as a child," 
the return to the simple world of nature, the only 
means of salvation in an age confused with dogmas, 
and ruined by Pharisees? Must not to "become as 
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a man," a development and growth of mind in ac- 
cordance with the recognised laws of nature, be a 
means of salvation? Do these alone offer a firm 
foot-hold, because the ordinances of Nature are in 
them immediately represented? Must the natural 
order too not be founded on knowledge? 

Is not the "becoming as a child" in will often 
impossible, while manly development of mind is a 
necessary and rational task? Must not the Talmud 
phrase have its weight, "Everything is a gift of 
God, except the fear of God?" Is not righteous- 
ness, which is attained by free-thought, firmer and 
higher than love? What is the pure unrevealed 
thought which (Mark rv. 34.) Christ "Without a 
parable spake he unto them," and which is not 
given in the Evangelists? 

It cannot be said how much of the spirit of 
opposition inculcated by his early education lay in 
these questions of the young thinker. He sought to 
free himself from it, and it came to him as a new 
revelation, that nowhere is it said that God has 
appeared to Christ, and has spoken to him with a 
voice and by signs, and so on, as in the Old Testa- 
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ment, but that he had immediately revealed him- 
self to the Apostles in Christ. It was no revelation 
face to face as to Moses; not in an outward material 
form but from within. 

Baruch knew the dogmas but ill which in the 
Churches were associated with the events of the 
life and the teachings of wisdom here given. As the 
highest that Christ had said of himself it is written 
that, "he was a Temple of God," and John said, to 
impress this more strongly, that, "the Word was 
made flesh," for in Christ God had revealed him- 
self most immediately. 

• Baruch by natural affinity felt extraordinarily 
attracted to the life and teachings of the Crucified 
One. Just because he came from a circle of life 
which would know nought thereof, and whose mem- 
bers were persecuted by the followers of Christ; just 
because he was hampefed by no Church rules, he 
strove more freely towards pure justice, and learnt 
to apply it against the phenomena spread abroad 
during so many centuries, whose outward embodi- 
ment was to remain unknown to him. 

How many apparently antagonistic and mutually 
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dissolving elements does youthful development re- 
quire! And as the spring breezes blow the young 
tree hither and thither, it strikes its roots deeper 
into the nourishing earth, and awakes to fresh 
powers of growth. And, as in outward nature 
much enters the mind that does not immediately 
reappear in a recognisable form, it awaits the riper 
growth and development. 

From the library of the Magister, Baruch must 
again bury himself in the study of the Cabbala, and 
he did so with evident zeal. The hidden disguises 
fascinated him ever anew, for he might find therein 
a solution of the enigma which puzzled him, but 
the incomprehensible was here only replaced by new 
incomprehensibility. Often a guiding sign like a 
will-o'-the-wisp emerged from the darkness, but sank 
again without leaving trace or connection. . 

Baruch longed to be freed from the yoke which 
he had laid on himself by his dutiful visit to the 
Rabbi. It was done without his interference. 

A Jewish Colony was setting out for North Brazil, 
Rabbi Isaak Aboab joined it. 

At sea, it was said, dolphins and sea-monsters 
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surrounded the ship in which Rabbi Aboab was. 
All were in fear of death, Rabbi Aboab alone was 
tranquil. "Look, in these are the souls of the 
Godless. Be still," he cried in a mightly voice over 
the floods, "have patience, yet longer ye must tarry, 
for the time is not yet come that will release you." 
He threw a parchment into the water, and the 
monsters vanished. 

The fair Sara did not live to see this miracle 
of her father's, which rumour spread so wide. She 
had shed many tears on taking leave of Baruch; 
she loved him secretly and passionately. She died 
on the passage out. When the exiles landed in 
North Brazil, the first grave was dug in the newly 
won inheritance, and the fair, girlish corpse of the 
Cabbalist's daughter was buried therein. At her 
interment the Shophar was blown according to 
secret cabbalistic ordinances, a sign of the trumpet 
to be blown at the Resurrection of the dead. In a 
land never yet trodden by Jewish foot the trumpet 
notes of Canaan already sounded, which echoed 
from the olden times, and from end to e$d of the 
living world. 
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A few days after the departure of Rabbi Aboab, 
Baruch went at the usual hour to the house of 
Magister Nigritius. Frau Gertrui Ufmsand, the 
landlady, met him with the news, that the Magister 
had that morning been found dead in his arm-chair, 
his lamp still burning. 

Baruch went in, and looked once more at the 
set face of his teacher, the gentleness of a child 
rested on the features of the dead, his favourite 
book, Cicero de finibus honor um et malorum, lay 
open before him. 

Thus the youth was separated for ever from 
the guides that should have led him to the treasures 
which men had acquired before him. How many 
thousands inherit the views of former ages without 
effort, in a well-trodden path, happy in the pos- 
session, while Baruch must ever strive anew, and 
never rejoice in the acquisition. 

In his youthful self-reproachfulness the loss of 
his leader seemed to him a just punishment for his 
sins, because of his. silent opposition to the much 
lauded cesults. But could he do otherwise? Had 
fate called him to be a first man, untrammelled by 
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the conclusions of his forefathers, unmisled by their 
guide-posts, out of the depths of his own life, out 
of his own conception of human nature and its laws 
to create salvation? Must each one to whom a # 
revelation of the Eternal is to be given, withdraw 
from the confusion of human society to the lifeless 
desert, to solitudes where he is alone on earth, where 
only the pulsations of his heart will be the measure 
of his time? 
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CHAPTER IX. 
THE LUCIANIST. 

A new reflection that now occurred to Baruch, 
did not, however, alter his ordinary way of life; we 
bid adieu to many things, and the separation is 
hard; for in their absence, the knowledge of how, 
dear and true they were, receives renewed force. 

On the last day of Atonement, Baruch had 
prayed with axontrite spirit: "Lord God! let me 
die rather than be a ! "sinner, or one of the Godless." 
He yet lived, but had lost his truest friend, who 
had stood by him in need. 

Three times a day in the Synagogue, and else- 
where, when he drank a glass of water or ate an 
apple, or piece of bread, when he began, or ended 
his studies, on every occasion of enjoyment, on 
every event of life, he had repeated the appointed 
prayers; and at night, as he lay alone in bed, he 
repeated the alphabetical list of sins, and at each 
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word struck himself remorsefully on the breast; 
then slept peacefully and pleasantly till morning. 

\ Now, however, in the stillness of the night 
doubt approached him with soft footfalls, and 
whispered in his ear: "why do you strike your 
breast for things that trouble you not? Have you 
ever robbed, stolen, wilfully sinned, given false 
counsel to any one, as it is here laid down in 
this cauldron of Hell?" — He replied: — "This prayer 
is not for me alone, I pray for the whole of Israel, 
for all mankind indeed, that their sins may be for- 
given them." 

"What other will be benefited by thy word who 
has transgressed by deed?" was the reply. He 
broke off in the midst of the prayer, and slept 
quietly. 

"If thou prayest, doubt not," said wise Jesus 
Sirach; but how can a man command his doubts? 
And when Baruch stood in the Synagogue, and the 
morning prayer lay before him, the tempter came to 
him, and said: "Art thou here again at the sound 
of the bell? How canst thou take in thy mouth the 
words of David and other men spoken in their 
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great need? Should thine own religious feelings be 
first awakened by the mightly words of strangers?" 
He resolved henceforth to pray only in forms chosen 
by himself, and at the times in which he felt so 
inclined. This did not happen for a long time, 
and when it did, he felt that, from long disuse, he 
had fallen far from his Creator; he did not find 
him as readily as formerly. Of what use are 
words? he then said to himself; thought must 
suffice: if God is omniscient ... if he is. — Alas! 
he no longer knew how to pray. 

He felt this yet more distressingly as he sat 
beside the sick bed of his moaning father; deep 
sighs rose from his laden breast; tears burnt in his 
eyes, he could no longer weep. 

"Compose yourself, my son," said his father, 
"trust in the Almighty, he will help thee." He 
knew not, what a two-edged dagger these words 
seemed to the heart of his son. No longer capable 
of thought, he sat cold and mute. The surgeon 
politician, Flyns, in the next chamber, whistled the 
air of "Wilhelm von Nassawe," and spread plasters; 
the father held his son's hand, and groaned per- 
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petually. The Orange partisan outside suddenly 
was silent, Miriam opened the door, and Salomon 
de Silva, accompanied by a stranger, entered the 
room; the surgeon followed them with plasters and 
a case of instruments. 

"I cannot undertake it alone," began Silva, "so 
I have asked my respected colleague, Dr. Van den 
Ende, to perform the operation with me. Are you 
now strong enough, and are you ready?" 

"I am," said the sick man, "my life is in God's 
hand." A slight smile hovered round the corners 
of the newly arrived physician's mouth. Baruch 
had been watching him attentively, and thought he 
read in this smile the certain intelligence of his 
father's death. He was mistaken. Van den Ende 
asked in Latin whether they might converse in that 
language in presence of the son. Silva answered 
in the affirmative, as Baruch knew but little Latin. 
The two physicians then conversed for a consider- 
able time. Van den Ende had a strange mocking 
expression, and spoke eagerly. Long Flyns listened 
to the medical consultation with wide open eyes, 
and nodded to first one, and then the other, as if 
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he understood it all, while in fact he did not 
understand a word; and to Baruch's ears it was 
only a word here and there that was borne as if 
by the wind; nevertheless he gazed anxiously at 
the stranger physician. In the ways and appearance 
of this little man there lay such a rare serenity 
and peace of mind, that Baruch, in the mood he 
was then in, was fascinated by him. His hands, 
which were covered nearly to the fingers with his 
crimped cuffs, were crossed on the gold head of his 
Spanish cane, he leaned comfortably over the 
cushioned back of his chair; his plump round figure 
seemed almost too extensive to be supported by 
feet so small and neat, ornamented as they were 
With buckles and ribbons; but attention was soon 
attracted again from them to his head; from out 
the curled folds of his peruke, which flowed to his 
shoulders, his round face looked good-naturedly at 
the world, and no one would have thought he had 
seen more than fifty winters, but for some wrinkles 
that nestled round his eyes when he smiled, and, 
like the dark red on his nose and its neighbour- 
hood, were evidences of a more advanced age. The 
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deep set grey eyes moved incessantly, but the out- 
ward quietude of the little man was a contrast to the 
violent gesticulations of Silva, who sometimes seized 
his colleague unconsciously by the cloak, sometimes 
tapped him on the arm, sometimes on the shoulder, 
to exact proper attention to his words. As Baruch 
watched the stranger, he could have envied him 
the rapid stream of Latin converse that flowed from 
his lips, if he had dared to think of his studies be- 
side his father's sick-bed. 

The operation was successful beyond all ex- 
pectation, Van den Ende visited the convalescent 
nearly every day, and conversed principally with 
Baruch; the restlessness and active mind of the 
youth did not long remain hidden from his pene- 
trating sight. The grateful father willingly granted 
his request that he might instruct Baruch in clas- 
sical learning, ' 

Baruch accompanied the physician to his dwell- 
ing at the end of Warmoes-Street, not far from St. 
Olave's Church, and the Chapel built on the model 
of the Temple of Jerusalem. Baruch had once passed 
there with Chisdai. Chisdai spat at it three times; 
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Baruch merely remarked that the builder had de- 
parted very much from the original, but that it 
could not be otherwise, for even those learned in 
the Talmud could not have a perfect idea of the 
outward and inward appearance of the Temple of 
Jerusalem, since the real original was in Heaven 
itself. Now, however, he troubled himself but little 
about the architecture of the Temple in heaven, or 
on earth, as he entered the house of the physician. 
Here he found himself in a wholly novel atmo- 
sphere; joyous singing in a young girl's voice, ac- 
companied by an organ, reached his ear even on 
the ground floor. The physician led his pupil into 
a large room, and left him alone for a while. Bright 
coloured pictures looked down on him from all 
sides, wantonly attracting remark: here a Leda 
rising from her bath, an oil painting in fresh allur- 
ing tints; there a Venus, as she arose in all her 
glorious perfection from the foam; near her a 
Semele on whom a cloud was sinking; on the op- 
posite wall hung Flemish still-life, fruit and flowers, 
landscapes inimitable in truth of colouring; little 
statuettes of white and tinted marble stood on the 
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inlaid stands. Canaries in gilt cages repeated their 
well-studied songs, and between whiles interposed 
their powerful native wood-notes. Roses, tulips, 
carnations, lilies, and anemones bloomed round the 
windows in ornamental pots, and drew attention 
there. The physician returned, and explained the 
beauties of the pictures to Baruch; some he took 
down, and dusted them with a sponge, for a 
better view. Especially long he lingered over a 
picture of natural solitude by his contemporary 
Jacob Ruysdael, and a rich landscape by his rival 
Nicolaus Berghem, then still alive. — He then led 
Baruch into another room, that created even greater 
astonishment. The walls were hung with anatomical 
drawings, one above another; glass cases, in which 
butterflies and beetles were well arranged, hung 
between; stuffed birds sat on little twigs fixed into 
the book-cases. At one end of the room stood 
phials and retorts; in one corner lay a large heap 
of grey papers, from which emerged the stems and 
leaves of dried plants; there also stood a large 
skeleton in whose bony fingers was placed a gilt 
paper sceptre. Above the green-covered writing 
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table stood a marble bust, the acute Greek face 
crowned with a laurel wreath. 

Baruch took note of his surroundings, in which, 
in spite of the superabundance, a certain order was 
visible. Life could be filled with other things than 
biblical rules, commentaries, and religious cere- 
monies; here was quite another world, thus he as- 
sured himself, and the physician did not disturb his 
thoughts; for he was seeking through his shelves for 
a book. At last he chose Cicero de officii* and re- 
quired Baruch to construe it. The tutor shook his 
head often reflectively, not that Baruch knew no 
Latin, that could not be accurately said of him; it 
was, that with his characteristic quickness of mind, 
he burst the grammatical forms, with a wonderful 
comprehension of the author whom he read; if but 
a few words were clear that gave an idea of the pro- 
gress of the narrative, or indicated the aim of the train 
of thought, he would rapidly, and often correctly, 
connect the sense of the whole, more frequently, 
however, in following the train of the author's ideas, 
he would spring over them to his own much more 
widely extended combinations. Van den Ende saw 
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that, in this case, a wholly different mode of in- 
struction must be carried out; here was a well- 
grown tree, that had seen the flowers and fruit of 
many seasons fall, and which must now be trans- 
planted to another soil. 

The progress that succeeded was not, however, 
as great as might have been expected, the lessons 
being nearly always interrupted by discussions on 
wholly different subjects. Baruch had gained con- 
fidence in his teacher, and told him once in a con- 
fidential tone, how he had lost the power to pray. 
The physician laughed so heartily, that he was 
obliged to hold his sides; but he perceived, how 
seriously this annoyed his pupil. 

"Excuse me!" he said, "I am not laughing at 
you; ha! ha! ha! We had, in the Lunatic Asylum 
at Milan, an excellent example of a theological- 
philosophical Narcissus. He covered his face with 
a cloth, and remained the whole day on his knees, 
praying: 'Holy St. Christopher stand by me, and 
forgive me my sins,' ha! ha! ha! and if he were 
asked, 'Who and where is the holy St. Christopher?' 
he stood up, and lifted the cloth from his face. 



THE LUCIANIST. 2 1 7 

crying in a majestic tone, 'Do you not see the glory 
round my brow? Kneel down and pray. I am the 
holy Christopher.' Ha! ha! ha! If one only thinks 
about it awhile, there lay much method in his 
madness. What is the use of prayer? To influence 
God? Half a fool could see that it would be a 
contradiction if God allowed himself to be dis- 
turbed by us; the proverb says 'or a et labor a;' it 
all comes to this then, that it raises and tranquillises 
our so-called souls, which are oppressed and per- 
plexed by our sorrows and pains; if I could do it 
by an anecdote, or a chapter on logic and physic, 
it would be just as good; so don't trouble yourself 
because you have become independent; don't hang 
your head, but be merry and goodhumoured, I am 
so, and for more than twenty years have never 
thought of prayer. If one could only bring up the 
young without wasting the fairest time of life in 
useless fiddle-faddle!" So said the physician, and 
his little grey eyes twinkled. ' Baruch could not 
oppose his exposition, but from that time he was 
more reserved with him; he diligently studied the 
works on mathematics and natural science that he 
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received from him; questioned him on any diffi- 
culty therein; but carefully avoided any reference 
to his own condition of mind. The physician, how- 
ever, knew how to awaken confidence by his in- 
sinuating frankness. 

"I was once as hampered by doubts as you," 
he once said to Baruch. "And I know, what the 
effect of such bondage is; even now when I think I 
have freed myself, I catch myself in that exclusive- 
ness that proceeds from the fancied possession of 
the one true creed. I am not come like you from 
the Bible itself to the way of freedom. It was a 
peculiar and in itself weaker impulse that led me 
into it. I was sent as a pious Catholic "to the 
University of Leyden. One Ascension-eve I had 
studied so long that my lamp burnt out; as I 
lay quietly in bed, the thought passed like lightning 
through my mind: 'Where is that illuminating power 
now? The fire has annihilated its fuel, and flowed 
into the Universe. What if it should be so with 
our souls also?' My teacher had impressed on me 
the once wide-spread theory that life was a process 
of burning. It can be called so without explaining 
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much thereby; what we call soul, thought, and 
sensation, is nothing but a combination of matter, 
that has its nourishment from matter, palpable, or 
impalpable, and will again become such. One man 
digests with difficulty, another with ease, one with 
comfort, another with discomfort." 

"In what then lies our superiority to the 
brutes?" 

"Who told you that such must exist? But we 
are indeed superior, only in so far, however, that 
we are more richly gifted, and composed of finer 
material, therefore the so-called immaterial essences 
of colour, sound, and language act more powerfully 
on us. The brain of a man outweighs a fiftieth of his 
whole body, therefore he has more of what is called 
reason and intellect. In an ox, for example, the 
brain amounts to hardly an eight-hundredth part of 
its weight, therefore it is stupid; the elephant is 
ponderous but sagacious, because he has a pro- 
portionately large brain. Injure your brain and you 
become an idiot, why then do you talk of your 
future life, and your eternal existence?" 

"Our destiny then should be to make our life- 
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work, or our existence as you call it, as agreeable 
as possible." 

"Decidedly." 

"I did not think you were so selfish," replied 
Baruch. 

"I am not selfish," retorted the physician. "I 
would joyfully give fortune and life for the good of 
the community, for the State, but not for religion 
and faith, I would not pull a hair from my wig for 
them. The surest and highest good of mankind 
lies in the well-being of the State; and to care for 
that is the destined work of man; in all else we 
but mount from one cloud to another." 

"Your endeavours for the good of your father- 
land and mankind were in the end then nothing 
more than to make it possible for this or that 
individual, or if you prefer it, the community at 
large, to eat, drink, and take their pleasure with 
more ease and comfort; in your extension of this 
you obtain nothing higher, only something wider." 

"I will talk with you openly," added the phy- 
sician, coming nearer to his scholar with a rare 
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earnestness in his manner: "each one must go 
through the crisis in which you are now. I too was 
enthusiastic at your age, about the higher or spiri- 
tual needs of mankind, and thought they ought 
never to be dissevered from their strivings towards 
the good of the community. I was in that sense a 
zealous Catholic, but only in that sense. It was the 
time when — 

"Gomar and Arminius with rage and grief 
Strove which ought to be the best belief." 

I saw the Advocate mount the scaffold, because he de- 
fended himself from the old Jewish Creed, by which, 
through election, they would make Christians into a 
body-guard of God; there, leaning on his staff, the sep- 
tuagenarian Oldenbarnaveldt stood on the scaffold. 
"*0 God/ he cried, 'what will become of man- 
kind?' And all around stood the brainless crowd, 
heads beyond heads, and gloated over it, and 
shouted as that noblest head of all was severed 
from the body. There and then I learnt to despise 
the multitude; there I gained the knowledge that 
before all things it is necessary to reject all in- 
fluence from what the crowd calls religion. Sujer- 
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stition is a hollow tooth, it leaves you long in peace, 
but a harder morsel, or a colder whiff of air, and 
you are maddened by it Try to draw it out, the 
patient strikes you in the face, you leave a splinter 
in and cannot extract it except with the danger of 
tearing the gum, or destroying a nerve. Whoever 
would really help, says he would but look at it, then 
fixes the pincers in the jaws, then back! out with 
it; but it is better not to help him who has not the 
courage to let himself be helped."^^^ 

"You make the endeavour after possession and 
increase of the ideal attainments of mankind an 
intellectual luxury." 

"Yes, it has no practical aim, I don't grudge it to 
you Jews, if you like tc^ erect a heavenly kingdom, 
£ v since you have no earthly one. Why do you laugh? 
^- 'Am I not right?" ^ 

"^The Talmud says that the best of the physi- 
cians go to Hell; the professors of healing^then had 
evidently the_sanae_ ideas as you have now." 

"~"What does your Talmud matter to me? Your 
Moses was a great Statesman; but wise Solomon is 
the man for me, he understood life, that is why 



THE LUCIANIST. 223 

he says in Ecclesiastes: 'Then I commended mirth, 
because a man hath no better thing under the sun, 
than to eat, and to drink, and to be merry/" 

"Then the brutes best fulfil their destiny, and 
the mollusks who consist of a stomach are the most 
perfect of creations." 

"No, I grant you a brute can be merry, but man 
is superior in this, not that he walks upright, can 
read and write, and thereby know what happened 
before him and therefore may happen to him; no, 
but men alone can laugh. Democritus and Lucian * 
were the two most sagacious men in Greece, the 
others have mostly thrashed empty straw. I am an 
old practitioner, believe me, no pleasure in the world 
is so permanent as laughter, and in the enjoyment 
of it men remain normally fresh and healthy." 

"It is odd that you are again in agreement with 
the Talmud, for it says there, 'that laughter is the - 
prerogative of mankind.' " 

"Truly? Then there is some wisdom in that 
heavy book, but I go still further, and say, it is a 
prerogative of men above Gods, for he whom no- 
thing surprises cannot laugh," 
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"Let us remain among men," interrupted Baruch. 
"What in your view of things becomes of the poor 
who moisten their crusts with tears, the old, the 
sick, and the sorrowful, who find nothing to enjoy, 
and nothing to laugh at? Where are comfort and 
joy for them?" 

"Such should believe and be merry in their 
godly faith." 

"But if they come to a fuller knowledge, and 
all is overturned?" 

"There is no fear of that, it will never happen; 
in all times there are but few clear sighted ones; 
the rabble will always believe it must be so, be- 
cause they are wanting in cultivation and judg- 
ment; otherwise they would never be kept within 
bounds." 

"These are they who count themselves free, 
even infidelity has its elect!" Such were Baruch's 
thoughts as he went away. 

On yet another occasion the books lay open be- 
fore them, and teacher and learner spoke of other 
things than what was written therein. 

"Believe me," said the physician, and he blinked 
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with his gray eyes, like one who has penetrated the 
deepest secrets; "believe me, I often looked behind 
the curtains; I know the matrimonial history of 
what men call matter and spirit, and have coupled 
with a religious blessing." 

"Yet everyone desires to be believed," answered 
the pupil. "But if I had wished it, I should have 
remained among the Rabbis; perhaps I might have 
succeeded in building yet another story to that 
Tower of Babel, the Talmud, which at last may 
reach to Heaven; but I wish for knowledge, cer- 
tainty." 

"That you will only find in matter; of all other 
things I can prove to you as readily that they exist 
as that they do not exist" 

"In the combination of my own unbroken suc- 
cession of impressions, feelings, and thoughts I know 
myself to be a spiritual unit, independent of, and 
unconnected with, the body. Suicide, however much 
it is to be deprecated, does it not prove an authority 
of the human mind over the body, which extends 
even to the annihilation thereof." 

"The arrogance of humanity!" answered the 
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physician, "that is the original sin that adheres to us 
all. What you speak of may just as well be the result 
of physical causes, what men call instinct in ani- 
mals without reason. For example a marten, or a 
rat which is caught by one foot in a trap, will bite 
off that foot with its own teeth, and run away. A 
yet more striking example: in my travels in lower 
Italy, I often saw the peasants enjoy a cruel plea- 
sure in throwing a scorpion into the centre of a 
pretty large circle of glowing cinders. The poor 
animal tried to fly, and shot from one side to the 
• other, but was everywhere stopped by the glowing 
ring; it raised its head as if entreating the mercy 
of the bystanders, but all laughed and cheered, and 
no one offered it means of exit; then it shot into 
the circle in a rage, hunted by anxiety and despair, 
and tried to force the glowing cinders with its claws, 
but quickly retreated, and writhed through its whole 
body. When it no longer saw means of escape, it 
crouched in the middle of the circle far away from 
the flames. Without motion it lay as if dead, but sud- 
denly putting out the sting of its tail, it reared itself 
with all its might, stabbed itself through, and was 
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dead. Tell me, did the Scorpion feel its indepen- 
dent spiritual individuality?" 

Baruch would have conceded this, and allowed 
spiritual powers to the whole of Nature's created 
beings; but he felt that he could not lay his own 
reflections in the scale against so rich a treasure of 
experience, where continual novelties were displayed 
before his eyes, which he could not judge of in a 
moment. An inner voice opposed the views thus 
offered to him, but he did not know on what to 
ground his opposition. He was silent. His teacher 
did not doubt that he had won a proselyte, and in* 
vited Baruch to come the following evening, when 
he would reveal the secrets of a doctrine, that would 
extort his astonishment and wonder. 

Baruch appeared at the appointed hour. Van 

den Ende led him into his study, and bolted the 

door behind them, closed the window-shutters, and 

listened to hear that no one was near the roonu 

Baruch almost laughed at the comically serious 

manner of the physician as he placed a lighted 

candle in the fingers of the skeleton. 

"Do you know the legend of the Prior of St* 
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Dominic at Tiel?" enquired the physician, as he 
sought for something in a chest 

"No!" answered Baruch. 

"Listen," continued his companion, "The pious 
Prior was once visited by the devil while he was 
engaged in reading a holy book. The devil wanted 
to distract the pious man's attention from his oc- 
cupation, he jumped on the table, and played all 
manner of antics before him; but the Prior obliged 
him to hold the candle for him until it was burnt 
down, when he graciously let him go. Look at the 
Domine there, he shall light us while we read the 
devil's testament Ah, there is the key. Look at 
that bony frame a little again; the whole scaffold- 
ing was once filled up with fat; that was a belly 
that licked up many a scrap from the table of 
Prince Maurice of Orange, those cheek and fore- 
head bones had a carbuncle red covering; in those 
holes sat obsequious eyes, which often practised 
the human prerogative of looking heavenward; be- 
fore those teeth was a pair of lips that railed much 
at the Remonstrance, and exercised abstinence in 
the sipping of costly Rhine-wine. That was once 
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the fat Domine who abused the noble Oldenbarna- 
velt most, and led him on to the scaffold. He was 
predestined to be stolen by me for a body to cut 
up; I was in danger of death for the deed, it is a 
pretty history, I will tell it you another time. Holy 
Laurentius! here is another disciple who makes a 
pilgrimage to you to get wisdom from your white 
head. Rejoice, for the crowd shall soon be as the 
sands of the sea, or the stars in the firmament." 
At these words the physician crossed his arms on 
his breast, and bowed three times to the skeleton. 

"Ha, ha, ha!" he interrupted himself, "it is too 
good, I am getting quite Biblical, but I will not 
make any more nonsense for you." He then 
mounted on a stool, opened the upper part of 
the skull' with a key, took a manuscript out, and 
said as he descended: 

"As long as he was living he harboured nothing 
so clever there as I have given him in charge: 
swear that you will not tell any one that you have 
Iseen this book in my care; my citizenship would be 
endangered." 

"How shall I swear it?" asked Baruch, while 
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he resolved to learn nothing rather than take such 
another oath as the Cabbalist had imposed. 

The physician misunderstood him. 

"You are right," he said, "if you would swear 
you could not understand this. Look at this round 
well formed legible writing, so fairly men write in 
the Devil's offices. The book is inherited from a 
Dominican friar, who brought it from Augsburg; 
a German Emperor, Frederick the Second of Hohen- 
staufen, was the author. The title you will easily 
understand, it is called de tribus impostoribus ; there 
are only nine-and-twenty paragraphs of it. Sit there, 
and I will read it to you in Dutch/' 

Baruch shuddered at the utter infidelity and 
cold-blooded dissection of all faith here presented 
to his mind's eye; and when he heard the twenty- 
first paragraph, where it says: "Quid enim Deus sif 9 
in revelatione qualicunque obscurius longe est quam 
antea, it seemed as if his whole religious belief were 
being torn out with red hot tongs. 

"Young friend, when you know a little more of 
life," said the. physician as he rose, "you will see 
that the morality which is bartered in the market 
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of Life, was not created out of ink-pots. Your 
Judaism and our Judaism are worth nothing now; 
your Judaism was a mummy long ago, and a puff 
of air will scatter it in dust; ours, till the beginning 
of the last century, was pure barbarism, it has im- 
bibed a classic spirit, and this spirit will explode it. 
Enter the bright Halls of classic wisdom, you will 
there learn to enjoy, to jest, and to be silent." 

"A horrible labyrinth !" said Baruch in his 
heart as he went away, "but I feel that a clue will 
be found." 
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CHAPTER X. 

BENEDICTUS SIT. 

"A maid in the morn should early rise, 
And seek where her beloved one lies ; 
Beneath the lime trees she sought him, 
Nor found her love where she thought him." 

So sang Olympia Van den Ende, and drew out 
the long resounding notes of her small organ in 
powerful chords as her father entered the room. 

"You have quite risen to your paradise of song 
to-day again," said he, "and are no longer aware 
of what happens below in our unmusical world; we 
passed your room an hour ago. I have brought 
the much spoken of M. de Spinoza here with me at 
last; allow me to introduce my daughter, she is 
accredited minister in my sacred doctrinal office, 
you must be on good terms with her." 

"My father has spoken to me of you whenever 
he returned from your house," said Olympia, "and 
I am rejoiced to see my wish fulfilled at last. But 
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though I have heard so much about you, I see now 
that I had quite a false conception of your personal 
appearance. Tell me, since you are a philosopher, 
may I not take that as a proof that all our impres- 
sions of persons and things lying out of our im- 
mediate sphere of observation are incorrect?" What 
a first encounter was this, which straightway threw 
down a problem to be solved, and dubbed him for 
the first time philosopher! 

Baruch lowered his eyes to avoid her scrutiny 
of his features; he bowed mutely, and knew not 
what to reply. 

"You will find my daughter a half-fledged philo- 
sopher, with whom you can dispute as much as you 
like," said the physician to help Baruch out of the dif- 
ficulty, which he, however, was hardly conscious of. 

"Oldenburg has sent me such an exquisite song 
to-day," said Olympia to her father, as she passed 
him the sheets of music and turned again to Baruch; 
"are you musical, Herr von Spinoza?" 

"No!" 

"But you can sing Psalms? You must sing me 
a Hebrew Psalm some day, I want to hear how it 
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sounds. Have they still the melodies of King 
David?" 

"We have much older ones; for nearly all our 
Synagogue chants traditionally come from Mount 
Sinai; though the words were composed much later, 
the melodies were meanwhile passed on from mouth 
to mouth." 

"That is interesting, it is just as if clothes 
walked without bodies, or an arsenal fought a battle 
without soldiers." 

"I spoke only of the accepted tradition," an* 
swered Baruch. 

"O, but it is a beautiful legend. It must have 
been glorious," continued Olympia. "The railing 
thunder, and the sounding of the innumerable 
trumpets, was so magnificent an accompaniment, 
truly /urioso, but it must have been so; sing me 
something from the Sinai Oratorio, if my Christian 
ears may hear it" 

Baruch excused himself, on the plea that he 
did not sing; but Olympia was so imperative that 
Baruch did not know how to avoid the awkward 
situation. 
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"A musical fanatic!" said Van den Ende. "Wait 
awhile till Herr von Spinoza offers you the scale of 
his creed himself; you put people who do not know 
you in very awkward positions with your queer 
whims." 

Olympia excused herself to Baruch for her 
vehemence, she was so excited, he must not judge 
unfavourably of her. After a short stay Baruch 
went away in unwonted perplexity, he thought 
Olympia had made fun of him, and not of him 
alone, so much as of all Judaism. The perception 
of this disturbed this deserter from his early asso- 
ciations much more now, when he felt himself cut 
off in thought and action from his associates. 

Such was his first meeting with Olympia on 
the day on which Van den Ende brought him first 
into his house. He often encountered her after- 
wards, and exchanged a few words with her; but 
otherwise troubled himself but little about her; he 
might have said with Job xxxi. i.: "I made a 
covenant with mine eyes; why then should I think 
upon a maid?" But now the time was come, when 
he must think upon a maid, and hang with fasti- 
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nated attention on her every word. The physician 
had gone on a journey, and had resigned his lessons 
to his daughter; Baruch too was her pupil. 

Like her namesake Olympia Morata of Ferrara, 
whose Greek and Latin verse, in the last century, 
had been the wonder of her contemporaries, Olympia 
van den Ende was quite at home in the world of 
classics, but inclined more to scientific investigation, 
so that she might easily have aspired to be crowned 
with the hood of a Doctor of Philosophy; but she 
knew too well, that the black velvet cap with its 
edging of Brussells point-lace suited her blond locks 
and white skin much better than the pointed red 
velvet hood of a Doctor. Cicero's own daughter, 
Julia, did not answer the letters of her eloquent father 
in more elegant Latin, than the daughter of the 
Amsterdam physician. Her white hands often bore 
traces of learned ink, for she exercised a rigorous cen- 
sorship over her pupil's modes of expression, if they 
would not have been accepted in a Roman citizen; 
her smooth white brow gathered into folds when 
a barbarism came under her notice; her clear blue 
eyes sparkled, and her mouth, which usually had a 
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certain austerity in its lines, smiled pleasantly and 
gently when she saw that her pupils had made no 
false quantities in their Latin verses. 

Baruch sat before his instructress with some 
dissatisfaction in their first lessons, as she demon- 
strated the finer points of syntax in the periods of the 
"History of Alexander" by Curtius. Olympia was 
irritated at the awkward Jew, who answered all her 
questions as bashfully as possible; she stood up, 
and paced the room thoughtfully. Baruch watched 
the tall, slender figure with its majestic move- 
ments, and instead of following the manoeuvres of 
Alexander, he studied the features of Olympia; the 
syntax of whose enthusiastic temper and acuteness 
of intellect he could as little decipher as the in- 
volved periods of Curtius. 

The instruction at first was as unsatisfactory in 
this case as in that of the old Magister Nigritius; 
for Baruch, since their first meeting, had always 
approached Olympia with dislike. She soon, how- 
ever, understood where to find points of agree- 
ment between their differently constituted minds, 
which made their meetings more agreeable to 
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Baruch. He was happy soon to find their conver- 
sation of anything rather than Latin. He conversed 
with Olympia on the ruling laws of history, on the 
fate of men and nations; she found Baruch's ideas 
peculiar enough, often strange, for he was ac- 
customed to look at everything from the stand- 
point of Jewish history, and to judge by comparison 
or affinity with that. This gave it a more interesting 
turn for Olympia, for all that Baruch said was so 
uncommon, and showed such unusual intellectual 
activity, that Olympia felt absolved from the. sin of 
unconscientiousness in neglecting instruction so little 
needed. The minds of both penetrated to the re- 
motest zones and periods, and there found each 
other again, for both felt the same impulse to 
discover the origin of the world and its design. 
Baruch now looked forward eagerly to the lesson- 
hour, and set out on his way thither long before the 
hour chimed; it often happened that Olympia, look- 
ing out of the window, would see him far off, and 
nod to him kindly. 

One day they had been reading in the eighth 
chapter of the seventh book the well-known conver- 
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sation of the Scythian envoys with Alexander. 
Olympia remarked: "It is characteristic, that Vale- 
rius Maximus relates how Aristarchus had said to 
the King: 'according to Democritus there are in- 
numerable worlds/ 'Alas!' said the King, 'I un- 
fortunately have not yet conquered one.' " 

"In the Talmud there are many extraordinary 
legends about the 'Macedonian Alexander/ for 
whom the world was too narrow," replied Baruch. 

"O tell me them, do tell them," said Olympia, 
"I do so like such flowers as these have sprung 
from the glowing East." 

There was a knock heard, Olympia cried Sv N 
"Enter!" and a stately man with handsome re- 
fined features entered the room. With quiet fa- 
miliarity he approached Olympia, took her hand, 
and pressed it to his lips. 

"I am rejoiced," he said, "to be permitted to 
kiss this hand that holds the plectrum and the 
style of history with equal skill, and has already 
pointed out to so many the way to Attica's and 
Latium's glorious fields." 



24O . SPINOZA. 

"It would have been a pity if you had not been 
not destined for a diplomatic career," replied Olympia. 

"Otherwise I should not have had the pleasure of 
telling you the news which has been brought to-day 
that your favorite,, the pious General Oliver Crom- 
well, is named Lord Protector by the Army. Not 
for nothing has he expelled the Parliament with 
the oratorical epithet of 'you drunkards !'" 

"You always laugh at his oratory; he is no 
Demosthenes," said Olympia, "but a strong cha- 
racter, with deep insight; I am very glad he has 
risen so high. But how do things go with us? 
Can you tell me whether there are definite tidings 
how many men were lost in the last storm?" 

"No! but some comedy was even there mingled 
with the tragedy. I have often told you that my 
native Lower Saxony had considerable similarity in 
customs and ideas with your native land; in one 
thing, however, they are very different, and that is 
in their treatment of the Jews. In my pious town 
they never would have suffered one of the children of 
Abraham to equip a ship, and send it to sea in the 
name of 'the Jew;' is not the Northern Ocean Christian 
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water? So the sea has overwhelmed the Jews first. 
I heard from my window this morning an old sailor 
telling his comrades that it all came of associating 
with Jews." 

Baruch had risen when the . stranger entered, 
he had put his book under his arm, and would 
have taken leave of Olympia; twice he would have 
bowed, but as the stranger stood between she did not 
see him; he advanced again, but again the stranger 
interposed between him and Olympia. 

"I must explain;" continued the stranger, "why 
I have come at so unusual an hour. You are going 
to the Rederykers Kamer* this evening, of course; 
I wanted to remind you to go to the Botanical 
Garden first, you will see what you have probably 
never seen before, a palm-tree in bloom; the flowers 
are so large, that ten families of elves could easily 
live therein." 

Here was another pause, and Baruch at last 
succeeded in bowing to Olympia and stammering 
out a few words. 

"You must not go yet, Herr von Spinoza," she 

* A sort of theatre. 
Spinoza, /. 1 6 
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said, "you must first tell me the legend, and when 
I go to see the lilies of the south I can tell them 
something from their native land." 

"The sailor's legends may be the truer, I there- 
fore prefer to go," said Baruch with a glance at 
the stranger. 

"Ah!" said he rising, "my old friend Casper Bar- 
laus was right, he had had much intercourse with 
Jews, and was at first prejudiced in their favour, 
thinking them all witty; but he often complained of 
one of their failings, their sensitiveness; the most 
innocent look, the most harmless jest, was mistaken 
for mockery. I can assure you, that it was not my 
object to offend you in the least, and Jufrow Olympia 
can bear witness to my most unchristian partiality 
for the Jews." 

"Yes," she said, "and it was all my fault for 
not introducing you; Herr von Spinoza you know- 
now; and this is Herr Oldenburg, a member of the 
Bremen Embassy. Now pray tell me the legend, 
or else I shall think myself the cause of a misunder- 
standing that I should greatly regret." Baruch 
tried to protest 
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"I will give him a lesson," said Oldenburg, 
u Remember always that Jufrow Olympia prays 
daily 'may my will be done in Heaven as on 
Earth,' so begin to narrate, you must do it in 
the end." 

Baruch then related the well-known legend of how 
Alexander advanced to the gates of Eden with his 
army. Oldenburg then told, out of the old poems 
of the priest Lamprecht and Ulrich von Eschenbach, 
the glorious legends in which the poetical German 
spirit had celebrated the great deeds of Alexander. 
And in interchange of opinions on the great hero 
of old times, whose life, though he had found no 
Homer, the poetical legends of all nations, both 
Eastern and Western, had coloured in brightest 
hues, the three passed a pleasant hour. The 
stranger and Olympia stared in astonishment at 
Baruch when he declared with quiet decision, that 
fear was the original and sustaining cause of super- 
stition. He quoted Alexander as a striking proof of 
this, for whenever circumstances were unfavourable, 
or misfortunes occurred, he called in sacrifices and 

superstitious observances to his aid. While Baruch 

16* 
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sought the corroborating passages in Curtius, from 
Book iv. Chap. 10. and Book v. Chap. 4., &c, his 
two listeners recognised an extraordinary mind that 
would shed new meanings on the past 

From that time Oldenburg came oftener, when 
he knew that Baruch was with Olympia, and she 
was glad to see the two young men become daily 
more friendly. She took a certain pride in being 
the link between two such dissimilar characters, 
and she understood how to bring to light continual 
affinities between the travelled experience and 
extensive reading of Oldenburg, and the deep 
penetrative spirit of Baruch. Besides the accom- 
plishments of a finished man of the world Olden- 
burg possessed another quality, seldom noticed, but 
which though unnoticed, is an important element in 
a first impression — this is a full-toned, well modulated 
voice. All that Oldenburg said received through 
this harmonious quality a fullness and roundness 
which immediately and involuntarily attracted favour. 
Baruch and Oldenburg were friends without a word 
passing between them on the subject 

"You will soon have finished your Latin course," 
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said Olympia to Baruch one day, "how would it 
be if you gave me a course of Hebrew lessons?" 

"I recommend to you then the Polyglot of the 
Father in the Church, Origen," said Oldenburg 
laughing, "then you may jump from one language 
to another, as it may please your restless mind. 
Apply to me, and I will get you appointed to the 
chair of Casaubon or Scaliger. I can see how the 
Studiosi would troop to the College, if the learned 
Olympia van den Ende were to explain the Song 
of Solomon in the language of the original. 

"Remember," interrupted Baruch, "it is the 
sacred language that you wish to learn." 

"Are you a saint then?" retorted she. "You 
must have a Hebrew name, what are you called?" 

"Baruch." 

"Bahruch!" exlaimed Olympia, shaking with 
laughter. "Bahruch! ugh! it makes me quite ill and 
frightened, it is so like a conjuration; the name 
would sound lugubrious in music, I should accompany 
it with F minor, listen," she went to the organ, and 
sang "Bahruhch!" over and over again, accompany- 
ing it with the dreary note. "For Heaven's sake, 
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give up the name, or something bad will happen 
to you," she continued. "I had a dear friend, 
whose beloved was named Balthasar Prompronius, 
who was very unfortunate. 'Dear Balthasar !' no, that 
will not do, that cannot be said expressively, it will 
not come out of your mouth, and cracks your ear; my 
friend was very unhappy, for she was always obliged 
to say 'dear/ alone, and at last meant someone else 
by it The bad taste of the name had a great deal 
to do with her misfortunes, it is my firm belief." 

"You are not such an infidel as you represent 
yourself," said Baruch. 

"Bahruch!" chanted Olympia again, and put 
forth the full power of her deepest notes to lay the 
most melancholy stress on the name. "Baruch! 
no that will not do, for your future wife's sake, 
take care that she does not meet the fate of my 
poor Matilda; follow my advice, and take another 
name. Has this cry of woe a meaning?". 

"O yes I it means 'blessed/" 

"Bravo! Glorious!" cried Olympia, and clapped 
her hands, "Benedictus? that is a glorious name. 
If you were a Pope, you would be the XIV., seventy- 
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five years after your death you would be canonized, 
and people would make pilgrimages to the wonder- 
working tomb of St Benedict; 'dear Benedict,' listen, 
how soft and tender that sounds; but Bahruch, brrrl 
Give me your hand, and promise me henceforth to 
be called Benedictus. You are a learned man, so 
you must have a Latin name. You will be very 
celebrated some day, and then I shall have handed 
down a name to posterity. You must leave some 
occasion for wit to your adversaries. I can see how 
an Anathema against you would begin: 'Benedictus 
est Spinoza, quern rectius malediction dixeris.'* The 
Romans turned the town Malevent in Lower Italy 
into Benevent, and the wise Magister, who christened 
you so wittily, was after all only guilty of a plagiarism; 
but I can imagine how he would stroke his chin, 
the black cap on his learned head pushed back, 
simpering with satisfaction that he had branded 
you in a word. And alas! the merit will never 
be recognised; I am the originator of this sublime 
jest; but for me you would have been called 

* Blessed is Spinoza named, who should rather be called 
cursed. 
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Baruch for ever, a name that Aristophanes himself 
might laugh at, but could never make a jest of." 

Olympia thus talked on, all opposition and 
interruption from Baruch being fruitless. 

"If you will not follow my advice with free 
will," continued Olympia, "I will call you nothing 
from this minute but Rabbi Bahruhch; yes, I will 
buy a parrot, and teach him to repeat the words 
'Rabbi Bahruhch' till he speaks them fluently, then 
I will hang him in the window, and when you come 
near the house, he will call out to you: 'Rabbi 
Bahruhch! Rabbi Bahruhch!' I can see how the 
people will stop before the house to see what the 
individual can look like who is called by a name 
that sounds like a Raven's croak. For the last 
time, will you follow my advice?" 

"Did I not tell you the first day we met," said 
Oldenburg, "that Jufrow Olympia was the in- 
carnation of self-will. Obey without dispute. You 
surely will not bring down strange torments on 
yourself?" 

Baruch consented, and gave Olympia his hand, 
which she pressed warmly. 
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"Sit down," she said; "and you, Herr Oldenburg, 
come here, you shall be witness of the baptism." 
She then laid her hands on Baruch's head, and 
said, "In the name of Aristotle, Bacon, and Des- 
cartes I give thee the name Benedictus; that the 
name may become great, and last for ever and 
ever, and that, whenever thou writest that name, 
thou mayest think of her from whom the word 
arose. Benedicitel In scecula scBculorum, Amen!" 
The concluding words she sang to a church-chant. 

"Have I done it right?" she asked as she raised 
her hands, and as if involuntarily stroked Bene- 
dict's cheek with the right. 

"So well," said Oldenburg, "that if you should 
find my name Henry, or Hendrik, as it is called in 
this country, unmusical, I would let you give me 
another, without fear of being accused of blasphemy. 
I should so like to know how it feels to be under 
your blessing hands." 

Olympia blushed, but passed her hand over her 
face to hide her confusion. 



2 56 SPINOZA. 



CHAPTER XI. 

A NEW MAN. 

From the bright friendly circle where he was 
named Benedict, he must return to the monotonous 
and uncongenial surroundings where he was called 
Baruch, and think and act as such. 

Why was the name Benedict more harmonious 
than the name Baruch? It was only the prejudice 
of a Gentile, to whom the sacred language was un- 
familiar and harsh. But yet is not this naming 
anew a sign that he was henceforth to live and 
think like the whole intellectual world in word and 
deed? Is there not a deeper meaning in the fact 
that the patriarchs Abraham and Jacob altered 
their names on receiving a new covenant? Darest 
thou create precedents for thyself from the Bible? 
And always the Bible? . . . 

Pondering thus Spinoza left the Van den Ende's 
house. His family name remained unaltered, and 
with it the indissoluble connection between his past 
and future; within these limits and depending on 
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these associations, to no one is granted the power 
of freely following out a train of thought. The 
crown he had once received in the title of Rabbi 
had passed from his brow, a fair consecrating hand 
had rested on his head, and given him another name. 

He went straight from Olympia to the School of 
the Crown of the Law. It struck him as irony that here, 
in this unrelieved monotony, men should crown them- 
selves. It all seemed so dull and depressing, even 
more so than it really was. The gay jests and plea- 
sant voice of Olympia still rang in his memory, the 
Litany of the scholars sitting here and there at the 
tables sounded discordantly in his ears. He sat 
down in a corner to follow his own thoughts un- 
disturbed over an open book, when Chisdai came 
to him and asked him the meaning of a difficult 
passage in the Talmud Baruch did not spend 
long over it. 

"I always said," began Chisdai, "that you would 
be a perfect Samson in intellect and learning; if 
people will not let you in and out, you take the 
door, locks and bolts and all on your back, and 
carry them off; but for God's sake, and your hopes 
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of His mercy, do not let yourself be allured by 
the Delilah to whom you are now straying; I have 
never seen her myself, — God forbid! — but from 
what I hear from others, she is no longer young 
and should not be fair." 

"I do not know what you mean; let me alone/' 
said Baruch crossly. 

"What I mean?" replied the other. "How you 
pretend! The physician's daughter I mean, what 
is her name? O, Olympia Van den Ende, who is 
so clever that she speaks seven languages. I entreat 
you follow my advice, if those over there really 
mean well by you, they will have you out and out; 
act like a Samson, catch the foxes, bind their tails, 
set fire to them, and send them into the ripe cornfields 
of the Philistines. You understand what I mean? but 
I fear, I fear, they will — God forbid! — put out your 
eyes; they will take away thy strength, and make 
thee a jest." 

"It is a pity," replied Baruch, "you have not 
kept this new application of Samson's history to 
religious controversy for your morning's sermon. But 
to add the conclusion to it, I will tell you, that if 
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they could,' or would do, what you mean, I too have 
the courage to cry with Samson: 'Let me die with 
the Philistines!' and act accordingly." 

It pained him like sacrilege to have Olympia's 
name spoken by Chisdai, and to see her graceful 
figure dragged into that dismal place. His dislike 
to Chisdai increased more and more, for he saw 
clearly how he watched every turn of his mind, and 
spied into its workings; he must have some special 
object in it, for Chisdai was not to be kept at a dis- 
tance by even the most marked rudeness. On that Sab- 
bath Chisdai had given the first public evidence of his 
oratorical powers. The attempt was an utter failure. 

"I was not wholly unfavourably disposed towards 
Chisdai's suit for your sister Miriam," said his 
father as he left the Synagogue with Baruch, 
"Chisdai has some fortune, and will some day have 
a fair addition to it; he is not so very plain, and I 
cannot understand what has come to Miriam, that 
she says she feels such an unconquerable aversion 
for him. I see now, however, that he will never be 
the remarkable man we thought he would be; and 
if I am not to have the pleasure of seeing my 
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daughter the wife of a celebrated and learned 
author, I would rather give her to Samuel Casseres." 
Baruch assented. 

"I think it is time," continued his father, "that 
you should make yourself heard; it will give honour 
to your whole family. I should like to see you up 
there with my old eyes; who knows how long I may 
be here to have the pleasure." 

Baruch made no reply; he thought a horrible 
dizziness would seize him if he stood up there like 
the others who spoke with such unhesitating decision; 
as if they had seen the Lord God shuffle the cards, 
and knew exactly why he played this or that trump, 
and what he would, or ought to play out in the future. 

"Why are you so thoughtful?" began his father 
again, "I verily believe you are shy; shame on you, 
you were so bold once. Do you remember how you 
once thought it would be the greatest happiness to 
stand up there, and pour forth the living word of 
the spirit of God for the whole congregation?" 

"I am ill, I have almost always palpitation of 
the heart; you know, not long ago I spat blood." 

"Pooh, pooh, excuses; I have already spoken to 
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our Chacham Aboab, he is willing to let you preach 
this day fortnight, I will speak to Silva, our 
doctor, if he allows it, you must fulfil my wishes, 
or I will not forgive you it on my death-bed." 

What could he reply to this? Silva gave per- 
mission, and Baruch must prepare to preach. — 
Who can imagine the conflicting feelings that were 
aroused by the composition of this sermon? Who 
can calculate the mocking thoughts that followed 
him when he went to Olympia, and read with her 
the pictures of the gay pleasurable life of the 
heathens; when he enjoyed the wordly jests of 
Oldenburg, and then returned to the working out 
of his sermon? 

The young preacher had many books open be- 
fore him in which to search for examples, similes, 
and questions. His hand rested on an open volume 
of Maimonides, and his eyes wandered to the rows 
of books in shelves against the wall. There rested 
the words and thoughts of vanished minds. They 
too struggled, doubted, sorrowed and at last found 
peace. Is it not presumption to turn their life and 
learning to folly? Thousands were wiser than thou 
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art. Bow thy proud spirit in humility, and thou 
wilt again enter into peace; thou art heir of the 
blessedness which made happy those of old times. 
Thou wilt and thou canst, thou must. How wilt 
thou find the strength for a lonely road in which 
no one will follow thee but thine own conscious- 
ness? the spirits of thy forefathers rise and bless 
thee, enclosing thee in their circle 

Such is the traditional consolation which up- 
holds the wavering powers as if with supernatural 
aid; long vanished capabilities return to help and 
support. 

A radiant ecstacy shone from the eyes of the 
gazer, and his left hand was laid on his breast as 
the new peace possessed it. Will this traditional 
consolation and resignation, which now pacifies the 
stormy struggle, always bring the same calm? Or 
will the yearnings again awake in the soul, that 
can only receive satisfaction from itself? 

The appointed Sabbath came, the silence of ex- 
pectation reigned in the Synagogue as Baruch 
mounted the altar steps. What devil brought the 
image of Olympia at that moment before his mind 
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so clearly that he heard her mocking tones: "Rabbi 
Baruch! Rabbi Baruch!" He summoned his re- 
solution to banish all traces of the vision from 
his mind in such a time and place. He stood up 
as pale as a corpse, and dried the cold perspiration 
from his brow, all eyes were upon him, he began 
in a trembling voice: 

"The Lord is nigh unto all them that call upon 
him, to all that call upon him in truth." Ps. cxlv. 18. 
He represented in vivid colours the fate of the in- 
fidel, who had no God in Heaven, and none in his 
heart. He had come to the second part of his 
sermon, where he extolled the blessedness of the 
faith common to all men; he described the felicity? 
of being even in life gathered to his fathers; united 
in the acceptation and building up of what was 
grounded by them; in this rests the strength 
of their earthly existence. His eloquence was 
fiery, his voice echoed powerfully, when he felt a 
violent choking sensation; he stopped, and blood, 
flowed from his mouth into the damp handkerchief. 

The stillness of a graveyard pervaded the whole 
assembly, the people looked at one another, and 
then pitifully at the fainting youth. The father had 
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already opened his mouth, to tell his son to come 
down, when Baruch stood up again, and closed the 
service with a short prayer. As with one mouth 
the whole congregation cried out: "JejasherKoach!" 
(The Lord strengthen thee) the usual applause in 
the Synagogue. 

Baruch and his father left the Synagogue im- 
mediately. As they passed Chisdai's seat, he asked 
kindly, if he might accompany them. Baruch 
thanked him. In all quarters the Sabbath talk 
was of Baruch's misfortune; old women and the 
wiseacres prophesied melancholy things. Only 
Chisdai, usually not slow in his judgments, 
shrugged his shoulders when questioned. He had 
his reasons for not speaking out 

In three days Baruch again left his bed. He 
wished to go to Olympia. 

"You shall never mention that house to me 
again," said his father, in evident displeasure. "Fine 
tales I have heard of the little doctor. He is said to 
be the incarnation of Satan himself. The son of 
the indigo-merchant, Grtahof, who died a week ago, 
confessed before his death that, till then, he had 
had no- faith; the doctor had brought him to that 
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pass; he has founded a whole sect; I did know the 
name, what is it called? But, whether or no, you 
shall never cross his threshold again." 

Baruch tried to dissuade his father, but he 
only went on: "The daughter is said to be worse than 
the father, she can talk the devil's ear off in 
seven different languages. I don't attend usually to 
common talk, but this lady is surrounded by a 
swarm of learned flatterers. Believe me, I know the 
world better than you; there all is jesting, laughter 
and song, witty dispute, rich fanciful ideas, in finely 
expressed trifling. A pure mind like yours sees 
nothing in it but the laudable freedom and gaiety 
of the classic world; I have heard it called so too; 
but properly looked at, it is frivolous mummery, 
that recognises neither law nor limit. — Have your 
parents left their fair native land for this, — resign- 
ing all glory and honour to endure mere sufferance 
— that now their children may fall into frivolous 
trifling with all that is most sacred? You know the 
writings of our religion better than I, but I have 
more experience of the world, let me not have it in 
vain. Believe me you will find dust and ashes if 

you give yourself up to the allurements of the world. 

17* 
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Remain in the quiet sanctuary of sacred learning, 
and rejoice that you can live there undisturbed, as 
you proclaimed this day yourself." 

The father's voice was deeply moved, who 
knows how much lay behind these hastily uttered 
words; transplanted to a strange soil, he had aged 
rapidly; it seemed as if sorrow still oppressed him, 
,that the fair native land, with its proud pleasures, 
had vanished forever for him; perhaps for that 
reason he clung all the more to heavenly joys, and 
strove to bind his son to such alone. 

The father's existence was twofold. The rap- 
turous sensations that had filled his soul when 
Baruch received Rabbinical honours, were a com- 
bination of religious exaltation and worldly pride. 
On that Sabbath he was another man than on the 
days of work; he had still to struggle against me- 
mories of the past, all the. more since his wife had 
been torn from him; he strove continually, more 
than was apparently requisite, to live in the present, 
and external cares and sorrows oppressed him 
deeply. He was an exile, his own heart was never 
free from the painful recollections of his home; he 
had left it for the sake of his faitn, and to ensure 
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to his children freedom of worship. As it must be 
so, all the more zealously was he determined to 
watch over his son; that the peace of his life also 
might not be disturbed by strange reminiscences. 
The youth, whom the physician had warned against 
all violent speaking, tried, in a soft voice and care- 
fully guarded language, to teach his father to think 
otherwise of Olympia and her friends; there was a 
knock at the door, and Oldenburg entered, accom- 
panied by a friend. Oldenburg advanced, and 
held out his hand to Baruch. 

"That is well, ,, he said, "you have not yet 
signed yourself a candidate for the lower world; 
we were anxious, because you gave us no informa- 
tion. Jufrow Olympia sends you her compliments, 
she remarked some time ago that you must be ill. 
So on her bidding, I ventured to make my first call 
on you; and because I thought you must be seriously 
ill, I brought my friend Dr. Ludwig Meyer with me; 
who, moreover, has long wished to make your ac- 
quaintance." 

"Yes, I was very anxious about my son," said 
his father, and Oldenburg bowed to the speaker. 

"So you are the father of our young philo- 
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sopher? Did you not come to me a short time 
ago about a claim on the house of Trost?" 

"Yes." 

"Excuse me for being so short then; I was en- 
gaged with pressing business. I was very sorry I 
did not tell you so. Your affair was not forgotten, 
however, I wrote to Bremen concerning it, and re- 
ceived answer that if you were not paid within four 
weeks, an execution would be put in." 

"I am much obliged for your trouble, and for 
the honour you have done my house by this visit" 

Oldenburg then talked earnestly with the 
father, who felt himself, to his surprise, much taken 
with Oldenburg's open-hearted manner. It might 
be said that Oldenburg's whole behaviour in tone 
and character was expressed in his voice, full, 
tranquil, and trustworthy. He told the father that 
Baruch was the first Jew whom he had learnt to 
know intimately; he was not only astonished at his 
powers of mind, and in love with his noble spirit, 
he was under obligations to him for having removed 
prejudices engrafted by early education and custom. 
Oldenburg's sincere and extraordinary affection for 
Baruch, never shown to him in words, was now 
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revealed to his father, and made his countenance 
brighten with pleasure. The heart of the old Spaniard 
was stirred by the chivalric appearance of Olden- 
burg, whose grace was as a memory of his youth. 

Meyer meanwhile conversed with Baruch on his 
break down of the previous Sabbath. 

"You should have followed the example of our 
rough-spoken, brave, old Dr. Luther," said the young 
physician with the dark complexion and flashing 
black eyes. 

"What did he do?" enquired Baruch. 

"He once said: 'When I mount the pulpit I look 
at the human beings, but regard them as mere 
blocks standing before me, and speak out God's 
word. In a certain sense, in which sense, however, 
he did not mean it, I agree with him entirely. You 
must study the man, he has a certain proportion of 
faith which is wanting in me, but he was thoroughly 
honest, I am much interested in him." 

"I am glad you too are a theologian." 

"I lead a sort of amphibious life between thee*- 
logy and medicine." 

"Yes, Herr von Spinoza," said Oldenburg join- 
ing in the conversation. "Meyer has medicine for 
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a wife, and theology for a mistress; you can dispute 
with him, he knows the Bible by heart" The 
father accompanied Oldenburg and Meyer to the 
door on their departure, and was not displeased 
that the passers-by should see who had visited him. 
His face was still bright when he returned to his 
son, and he said: 

"Herr Oldenburg thinks very highly of you. I know 
the difference well enough between mere patronage 
and real sincerity. You may congratulate yourself 
on having such a gallant upright man for a friend." 

"And yet I must avoid him and his associates?" 
asked Baruch. 

"I warned you," concluded his father, "against 
underhand work; you are sharp-sighted enough now 
to see through such. I have nothing against your 
being with Oldenburg." 

Spinoza continued his visits to Olympia un- 
hindered. He became more and more intimate 
with Oldenburg, while with Meyer their intellectual 
intercourse led, through their common zeal for 
study, to the same kind of intimacy which is 
brought about by travelling companionship, where 
in the contemplation of the new and strange they 
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knew themselves to be in dear and trusted com- 
pany. Meyer was, though in some respects shallow, 
well-informed in modern speculation: the history 
of nations; the study of physical science then fol- 
lowed with newly awakened zeal; above all the 
Cartesian philosophy opened new fields of study 
with which Spinoza now made himself familiar. 
The "Letters" and the "Treatise on Mankind," 
which had appeared posthumously, Descartes be- 
ing then but lately dead, made his doctrine, just \ 
because of the light thrown on one so lately gone 
from life, all the more impressive; for traces of the 
breath of that- life yet lay therein, and even Philo- 
sophy, which should remain independent of all con- 
temporary influences, has an inexplicably special 
power in the presence of its origin. The treatise of 
Descartes on "Method" especially gave our young 
thinker more immediate insight, for Descartes here 
unites to the history of his own development the foun- 
dations of thought in general, and of his own system 
of philosophy in particular; just this support from the 
individual facilitated his progress to the universal. 

The studies and investigations of our young 
friend had hitherto merely been extended to the 
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limits of what had been done, showing the limit of 
the territory illuminated by extinguished emo- 
tional life. His mind was turned to the move- 
ments that agitated the world around him. Human 
nature and its peculiarities, and the wide kingdom 
of the manifold forms of Nature around us here, 
with its governing laws, must now be learned. Is it 
impossible, must it not be possible to ascertain the 
movements of immutable human nature as well as 
under similarly fixed laws we understand the natural 
life around us? Is our knowledge merely a knowledge 
of the dead, of the dead around us and behind us, 
is it not a knowledge of life alone? . . . 

These were the questions to which his new 
studies led our young friend; a presentiment arose 
in him that he would be one of the first to fix the 
science of life. His friends were astonished by his 
affirming once in this sense, that they who were 
aroused to real and conscious life must draw every- 
thing from the living principle within them and 
around them, and that therein lay the meaning of 
the enigmatical expression of Christ (Mat. vm. 22.): 
"Let the dead bury their dead." In thought and 
expression the expositions of Spinoza had some- 
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thing sacred and Biblical, and this is exactly the 
spirit which penetrates to the origin of all life, the 
eternal word is his also, if even it arises in a new 
form and with a partially new signification. Olden- 
burg, as well as Meyer, was often surprised at 
Spinoza's "philosophical naivete*," as the former 
called it, while Meyer designated it "an intellectu- 
ally clean tongue." There seemed to be a contra- 
diction in speaking of "philosophical naivete^" and 
yet this formed the original foundation of free- 
thought as defined by Spinoza. In nothing could 
he accept the ordinary or traditional point of 
view; his individual perceptions remained unin- 
fluenced by the doctrines set before him. He 
grasped the things of the material as well as the 
ideal world in a wholly original and unbiassed 
manner as though they were originated in him; as 
if he were the first to comprehend this given ex- 
ternal world as well as the inner life of intellect. 

CHAPTER XII. 

DISCIPLES OF DESCARTES. 

Spinoza and Oldenburg stood laughing at Meyer, 
who was playing with a ridiculously impish figure of 
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glass in a long phial; it jumped up and down, and 
twisted about, as Meyer pressed the india-rubber 
stopper and declaimed magic incant ation s; he soon, 
however, ended the jest by remarking: — 

"Is Philosophy from beginning to end anything 
more than this hollow imprisoned idea, the glass 
imp in the phial." No one answered, and he con- 
tinued, addressing Spinoza in particular, "What do 
you think of Descartes' imp? Two thousand years 
ago the creator of such a wonder might have been the 
founder of a religion, his praise would have been 
chanted in hymns to the furthest corners of the earth, 
and all mankind would have entreated his aid." 
--^"That is very doubtful," was the reply. "With- 
out some new world-stirring idea no mere worker of 
miracles has made his name immortal. Descartes' 
imp is nothing to the miracles the Jewish Cabbalists 
are said to have performed." 

"Tell us them," said Meyer, while Oldenburg 
made a wry face as Spinoza began: — 

"In my father's house we have an old servant 
named Chaje, she is German, and is full of the legends 
and superstitions of the German Jews. She once 
explained to me why at Prague on Friday evening 
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they sing the hymn twice over by which Israel is 
united in mystic bonds of matrimony to the Sabbath. 
Once upon a time a great Cabbalist lived in Prague, 
called the Rabbi Low; he made a human figure of 
clay, and left a small aperture in the lesser brain 
in which he laid a parchment with the unutterable 
name of God written on it. The clod immediately 
arose and was a man; he performed all the duties 
of a servant for his creator, he fetched water, and 
hewed wood. All through the Jews' quarter he was 
known as the Golem of the great Rabbi Low. 
Every Friday evening the Rabbi took the parchment 
out of his head, and he was clay until Sunday 
morning. Once the Rabbi forgot this duty, all were 
in the Synagogue, the Sabbath hymn was begun, 
when all the women and children in the assembly 
started and screamed out, 'the Golem! the Golem 
is destroying everything !' The Rabbi ordered the 
precentor to pause at. the end of the prayer: it 
was yet possible to save all, but later nought would 
avail, the whole world would be destroyed. He 
hastened home, and saw the Golem already seizing 
the joists of his house to tear down the building; he 
sprang forward, took the parchment out, and dead 



27O SPINOZA. 

clay again lay at his feet. From that day they sang 
the Sabbath bridal song twice over in Prague. The 
great Rabbi Low certainly never thought of Des- 
cartes, and yet his Golem had as much life as any 
man, if we are to accept the new view, that the 
union between soul and body is so slight, that at any 
moment it can be disjoined, and again reunited." 

Meyer did not seem to notice the argumentative 
conclusion, for he said: 

"When I publish my correspondence between 
Adam and Eve your Golem shall have an honour- 
able position therein." 

With evident displeasure Oldenburg turned to 
Spinoza: 

"Meyer is perpetually hunting after strange 
stories, which he arranges and classifies like his 
beetles and butterflies; to my taste your legend 
savours of Jewish spleen. To let a destroyer of the 
world, the creation of a Cabbalist, loose on the Jews' 
quarter! If, after the free manner of the popular 
legends, he had a love affair with a maiden, 
who every Sabbath awaited him in vain, or had 
he been a grand vizier, or advanced to be 
some other great Minister, whom his master could 
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reduce to dust, and raise again at will, there would 
at least be either poetry or satire in the thing; 
as it is the Golem of our lord and master pleases, 
me much better; look, his bows are so graceful that 
no dame of the court of Louis XIV. could excel them." 

"Lord and Master!" replied Spinoza, "that is 
too strong, I am neither his servant, nor his pupil." 

"What do I hear?" asked Meyer in astonish- 
ment, "how 'long is it since you began to study his 
system with me, and you already go beyond him, 
while I am only glad if I can understand him?" 

"I fear for our friendship," interrupted Olden- 
burg, "you have so often said that a similarity of 
intellectual power must exist between friends, and 
I have never once been able to grasp the system. 
It was principally the astonishing externals that 
attracted me first to the new teaching of Descartes; 
I investigated the entrails of a calf with him will- 
ingly, he called it his library, and found surprising 
evidences therein; but to the vital principle of his 
philosophical system I never could attain, I bolted 
my door, I curtained my window, I sat down in a 
corner alone, and concentrated my mind on the 
book; for two or three sentences, for half an hour, 
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even an hour, I followed him completely, then arose, 
without my knowing it, some strange thought be- 
tween the lines; a former experience, a wish, above 
all the memory of a girl whom I once fervently 
loved, intervened between the propositions, axioms, 
corollaries, and I saw at last that I wished to pene- 
trate to the foundation of things, and yet could 
not distract myself from every-day life. I laid the 
book down, and took another, or went out, and 
dissipated my vexation and my cares." 

"How is it then that you pass for so enthusiastic a 
disciple of Descartes and sometimes are really such?" 

"I must go rather far back for that In the 
first place I am mostly a Cartesian because I have 
gone through much the same career of doubt as 
the founder of the school. My father was pastor 
of the place where I was born; from childhood I 
sat in his library, and read everything, witch, 
legends, history, anatomy, alchemy, and theology, 
all came alike to me if I had something to read. 
When I was older this miscellaneous knowledge 
mixed and fermented in my brain; religious doubts 
intervened; in nothing and in no occupation could 
I find any real pleasure. After my father's, death, 
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to the great scandal of the worthy citizens of my 
native town, I led a somewhat loose life, but that 
did not amuse me long; I tied up my bundle, and 
followed the banners of Gustavus Adolphus as a 
volunteer. I was employed as commissioner to raise 
the contributions demanded by the Swedish host 
from my native town, and so gained considerable im- 
portance among my fellow-citizens. The trade of war, 
for it was nothing more, soon wearied me. In camp 
and on the march doubts of all the faiths, for whose 
differences men fought so bloodily, overtook me. It 
was continual murder for no one knows what; the 
most superstitious of all popular ideas, that of 
bravery, alone made its value felt on its own merits. 
As Hugo Grotius says, towns and countries became 
as corpses, that men might no longer grieve for the 
fate of individuals. I long doubted whether I did 
right or not, a trivial circumstance at last decided 
me. I took my leave, and went to the University 
of Utrecht. The students and professors there were 
divided into two parties; you can imagine that I 
did not hesitate long in ranking myself against the 
pious pastor, Gisbert Vfttius, and on the side of 
Regius. He taught the new philosophy of Descartes* 
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I was then twenty-one years of age, full of arrogance 
and restless energy; and as I had made something 
of a name as a swordsman I soon won a certain 
amount of authority among the students." 

"Yes, I can assure you," interrupted Meyer, "I 
have faithfully seconded Oldenburg when he en- 
forced the belief on the Votiusians that they were 
predestined to have circumflex accents and all other 
marks of Cain written on their brows by us." 

"What a much more active youth you had than 
I," sighed Spinoza. 

"That is the question," answered Meyer, and 
Oldenburg resumed his narration. 

"As Regius became more and more bitterly 
persecuted by Vdtius the father and son, without 
the spirit, we went one evening to the house of his 
Excellency and set up some cat's music there. I 
was expelled as a ringleader, Meyer slipped through 
with a whole head; so I was a martyr for a doctrine 
which, as I saw later, Regius himself did not rightly 
understand. I wandered about Holland and stayed 
for some months with Descartes himself; I know 
nearly every sentence of his doctrine, but I never could 
acquire the penetrative contemplativeness necessary 
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to follow this germ through all its trellice work of de- 
velopment to the lattice of mathematical certainty ." 

"It is often so with me too," said Meyer; "I re- 
turned from my philosophical pilgrimage on which I 
would conquer the Holy Sepulchre, wrong-side up, or 
as our proverb says, 'feet foremost/ " 

"Oldenburg has described the struggle better as 

one for contemplative power," replied Spinoza. 

"Look around, here, there, and everywhere you 

see illusion, and error; what assurance have you 

that all you see, all you know by experience, and 

feel in your heart is aught else than illusion and 

deception? What is so firmly and deeply founded 

that it cannot be torn up by doubts? So you close 

your eyes, cut loose from all your surroundings, and 

then, thus isolated, the whole visible world is cast 

into nonentity; you yourself perhaps a nonentity 

too? How do you know that you really exist? 

Here you are at the end of doubt, and here a still 

small voice cries to you, — 'I, I am, for I think, I 

doubt my being, I, the thought, the doubt within 

me, I exist — even if all around me disappear in 

illusion and shadow. Begin with doubt and you 

can stop at no arbitrary resting place; why doubt 

i8» 
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only the higher spiritual things, has the physical 
world greater certainty because it "is apparent to 
the senses? Are the deceptions of our senses more 
numerous than the illusions of our hearts and im- 
aginations? Can you not imagine yourself a purely 
spiritual being, can you not lay aside as prejudice 
all that hitherto appeared certainty, for example the 
existence of your body? If not, you will strive in 
vain after incontrovertible truth. Can you do it, 
however, then if you have penetrated the central 
point of your self-consciousness, then forward ! Open 
your eyes, let everything come before them that 
was hitherto confined to your thoughts; let nothing 
remain unexamined, you have a measure of the 
truth and existence of everything; what seems to 
you as incontrovertible as your knowledge of your 
own self, that alone is truth." 

"I understand you," said Meyer, "you arrive at 
the fundamental axiom of the ancients, 'Man is the 
measure of all things/ The inner man as well as 
the outer man is a foot-rule, as we place the figures 
of men in pictures to show dimensions by contrast. 
Man is the ideal universally accepted yard measure 
for the world," 
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"But if any spoke with further scepticism," inter- 
rupted Oldenburg. "I have no perfect assurance of 
that fundamental truth which should serve me as a 
rule, and I still do not know whether any inner 
intelligence dwells in me or not?" 

"Either such an one would speak against his 
own consciousness, or we must believe that there 
are men who, by birth or prejudice, that is through 
outward circumstances, are spiritually blind. For 
such do not think about themselves; whether they 
agree with, or doubt anything, they do not know 
what they do; they say they do not know, and then 
even do not know that they do not know. They do 
not say it absolutely, for they are afraid to recognise 
their existence as know-nothings, so they must re- 
main silent if they will not recognise anything that 
yet comprises a truth. In short, with such it is im- 
possible to speak of knowledge, for in daily life 
and intercourse they are obliged to recognise of 
necessity that they exist, that they use their judg- 
ment, and witness on oath in favour of one and 
against another. But if anything is proved to them, 
they do not know whether the proof is there; deny, 
agree with, or dispute, they know nought of it, they 
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are soulless automatons. For reasonable men, 
however, proof lies in the spiritual eyes. We can 
see the unseen things, which are but the objects of 
our thoughts, with no other eyes than with these 
proofs." 

"You are becoming quite enthusiastic ," said 
Meyer, "Lucian disposed of the whole in a jest by 
making a radical doubter be sold as a slave, and 
still doubt under the lash of slavery" 

"But what does Descartes mean," asked Olden- 
burg, "by his unprofitable dicing with quadrangles, 
triangles, and the devil knows what angles?" 

"Mathematical proof," answered Meyer, "is alone 
admissible. The definitions are the exact represen- 
tations of an object described with its name and 
attributes, the postulates and axioms by which the 
proposition is proved are such truisms that whoever 
knows the alphabet must see them." 

"You must come yet nearer, and be yet more 
definite," interposed Spinoza: "Definitions merely 
affirm the essence of a thing; attributes cannot be 
learnt by definitions, they must be learnt by experi- 
ence. By mathematical laws alone can we under- 
stand and follow up all things, all processes of both 
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the external and internal world. Everything is the 
necessary and inevitable result of its primal cause. 
Mathematical truths alone have the same inherent 
necessity and external evidence as our consciousness 
of ourselves. By the same means that I know cer- 
tainly that I am, I also know that the three angles 
of a triangle are equal to two right angles. The 
intricacies of higher mathematical problems make 
no difference, for they all rest on the same simple 
and incontrovertible principles, and every link of 
their necessary progress is as incontrovertible as 
the principle itself. A number, as such, is the 
earliest definite idea, it is without regard to the 
characteristics of things, and merely includes their 
existence. Apples, trees, men and beasts are all 
included. Larger growth does not increase the 
number, but draws from the first abstract idea a 
second, and letters are set in the place of numbers. 
The individual objects now lie far apart, but at all 
times we must be prepared to retrace their origin; 
to the building up of the whole intelligence, how- 
ever, this would be a hindrance, here we have only 
to deal with pure thought, — " 

"And he who gets dizzy over it, let him remain 
on the ground," jestingly interrupted Meyer, and 
Oldenburg enquired, 
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"Do you believe in the possibility of mathe- 
matical psychology?" 

"Call it so if you like," continued Spinoza, "the 
conditions and laws of action of our intelligence 
and sensations have as definite rules as anything in 
nature, they are as ascertainable, they must be so; 
all that prevents us from being so to ourselves is, — " 

"And custom and passion put a stroke through the 
calculation," interposed Meyer. "In you Descartes 
is a second time Renatus.* If the master called the 
inside of a calf his library, you have a much better. 
You have learnt the weapons of both sides in the 
enemy's camp. The Jesuit school educated and 
inspired Descartes, the Talmud school you. What 
wonderful ways hath history! But you will go 
further yet. I see you with a broom at the mast- 
head, like our Admiral Tromp, sailing the ocean, as 
a sign that you have cleared the elements of life of 
arbitrary prejudices." 

Spinoza entered into the jesting humour of his 
friend, only, so far pursuing his object as to explain 
that even this stroke through the calculation must 
be an effect of the same cause, that the passions 

* Descartes' Christian name was Renatus, and this pun is in 
a poem prefixed to the first work of Spinoza, which was edited 
and prefaced by Ludwig Meyer. 



